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A Lucky Hunter 


There was once a hunter who, on the seventh birthday of his 
son, decided to go hunting to get something nice for the feast. 
But as he reached for the gun on the wall, it slipped from the 
pegs, hit the stone mortar below and alas, its barrel was bent 
like the leuer L. 

“Father, that's a bad sign,” cried the boy, “please don't go 
hunting today.” 

“You are silly!" said the father. “That's a good sign. The 
gun hit the mortar. That means it'll hit the me, too.” 

The father went out and came toa mountain lake while it 
was still quite early. What do you think he saw? Wild 
ducks—thirteen of them! Twelve were splashing in the 
water, and the thirteenth was sleeping quietly on the shore 
beside a rock. 

“What luck!” said the hunter to himself, and he 
one of the ducks with his crooked gun. 

“Bang!” went the shot. Lo and behold, as the gun barrel 
was crooked, the bullet that he shot out went 7ig-zag-zig-rag, 
hitting all twelve ducks in the water and then hitting the rock 
beside which the thirteenth was asleep. As it rebounded, the 
bullet hit the thirteenth duck, only wounding it. 

The duck fell in the water and began flapping its wings 
wildly. The hunter waded through the water to catch it. It 
was only with great difficulty that he got to the duck, for he 
wore baggy cotton pants and thick leg-guards made of straw. 

When he finally got hold of the duck by the neck, it hit the 
water with a last desperate flap of the wings. Then —splash! 
Something jumped out of the water and landed among the 


g 


imed at 


bush near the beach. And guess what—it was a huge carp, the 
largest and most delicious-looking one he had ever seen. 

“Timust catch it now,” said the hunter and grasped some 
roots of a tree at hand to help himself get out of the water 
Well, what he took for roots were actually the hind legs of 
great big hare! In its frantic efforts to free himself, the hare 
dug out with its front paws twenty-five fat yams from under 
the ground! 

The hunter went into the bush to pick up the carp, and 
there he found out that the fish had landed on a pheasant 
nest. ‘The fowl was lying dead with its neck broken by the 
fish. When the hunter took the fowl, it uncovered thirteen 


eggs snugly tucked in the soft leaves. Not even one was 
broken. The hunter carefully raked aside the leaves to get the 
eggs, and numerous mushrooms appeared from under the 
leaves! 

The hare and the pheasant went onto the hunter's right 
shoulder, the carp and the yams on the left, the ducks all 
around the waist, the eggs under his shirt, and the 
mushrooms into a bag. Then he went home with his crooked 
gun 

As soon as he reached home, he took off his leg-guards and 
pants because they were wet and uncomfortable. Another 
surprise! From his leg-guards poured out shrimps just too 
many to count, and from his cotton pants, thirty-three 
crucians still alive, They spread all over the floor, jumping 
and dancing. 

Well, you can imagine what a gorgeous feast the hunter's 
son had for his seventh birthday! All the people in the 
neighbourhood were invited and everyone feasted until he 
couldn't eat any more! 
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Shaikh Chilli 


Long long ago, there lived a simpleton whose name was 
Shaikh Chilli, Because of his stupid but innocent actions, he 
was popular among his friends. They enjoyed his company. 

One day, the village zamiindar (landlord) sent for him, This 
landlord was well-known for his dishonesty. He asked 
Shaikh Chilli to count all the houses in the village. He 
promised to pay him at the rate of twenty paisas per house 

Poor Shaikh Chilli worked hard for many hours, wal is 
through the streets and kines. By evening he had given the 
tol number of houses to the zamindar and. received 
payment 

Later, some of Shaikh Chilli’s friends cme to know of it 
They came to him. 

A friend said, “You fool, you should have talked to us 
before agreeing to work for the zamindar. Don't you know he 
Is very dishonest?” 

“Tam sure he has cheated you," another friend said, 
shaking his head sadly. 

“Oh, no. This time he didn't’ Shaikh Chilli replied 
confidently, 

“Didn't cheat? How do you know?" Yet another friend 
asked. 

“I know because this time T cheated him!" Shaikh Chilli 
replied, looking very pleased with himself. Surprised, his 
friends asked, “What do you mea 

“Tmean T cleverly gave him a smaller number,” came the 
proud reply. “In fact, Tgave him half the number of houses 
which Thad actually counted!” Pakisun 
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Nine or Ten 


Once in a dry desert a man was urging ten camels forward toa 
water pool. After walking a few miles, he mounted one of the 
camels and counted the rest. He counted nine of them, then 
immediately dismounted and walked back in search of the 
lost one. Seeing no sign of any camel, he thought he had lost 
it. He discontinued the search and hurried back to the camels, 
grieved and dismayed. There, to his great joy, he found all ten 
of them. Happily he mounted one, and after a while he 
thought of counting them once more. They were nine! He 
got down, perplexed, and started the dismal search again. 
The lost camel could not be found, He rushed back to the 
herd, and, counting it, he was surprised to see thatall his ten 
camels were lazily walking along. He blamed the heat of the 
desertand got on the lastcamel, counting the rest for the third 
time, He just couldn’t understand why one was still missing. 
He jumped down cursing Satan and tiredly repeated the 
counting. There were ten camels! 

“All right, O crooked Satan,” he grumbled, “I would 
rather walk and have all my camels than ride and lose one! 


lan 


They Did Move Their House, But. .. 


On the right side of the house of a minister there lived a 
blacksmith, and on the left side, a carpenter. The blacksmith 
and the carpenter made noise night and day and disturbed the 
minister. When he could not take it any more, the minister 
called the two and demanded that they move their houses. 

One day the blacksmith visited the minister and said, 
“Your Excellency, [am moving my house today as desired by 
you.” 

After a while, the carpenter also paid a courtesy call on the 
minister, saying, “Your Excellency, lam moving my house 
too.” 

The minister was relieved to hear this, but pretended to be 
sorry at losing them as neighbours, He treated them to good 
food and sent them off. 

But strangely enough, the noise of sawing and hammering 
continued. The minister was both surprised and annoyed. He 
called his servants and ordered them to find out what was 
going on. 

The servants came back with the news that the carpenter 
and the blacksmith did moye houses as they had promised. 
The carpenter had moved to the blacksmith’s house, and the 
blacksmith to the carpenter's, where they happily continued 
hammering and sawing night and day. Republic of Korva 


Old Blockhead Repairs His House 


Ina litte village, there lived a man and his wile. The man 
was called Old Blockhead, and his wife was Called Ma 
Bloc kh 

They lived happily ina lite wooden house ar away from 


other people. ‘The roof of their house was fall of holesand the 
wally were rotten. Ma Blockhead planned to repair the hous 

One day, Ma Blockhead said to Old Blockhead, “Let us 
repair this house. Look at (h leaks. And the walls— 
they've got holes in them 

A good idea,” said Old Blockhead readily 

My dear husband,” said Ma Blockhead sweetly, “1 think 
you should repair this house.” 

Me? Did you say...me2" asked Old Blackhead, He was 
shocked 


Old Blockhead did not want to repair the house, so he 
ade all kinds of excuses. First he told Ma Blockhead that he 
had a Tot of work to do, Then he told her that he was tired 
And finally he tald her he was sick 

Ma Blockhead replied, “This is our house, isn't it? Then 
we should repair it 

“Actually,” said Old Blockhead, “Tdon't want to do it, And 
I don't know how to do it.” 

Ma Blockhead shook her head. She thought, “How can T 
persuade Old Blockhead to repait the house? If he does , we 
can save some money.” 

Suddenly, she had an idea. She duga winding road which 
started from their garden and, passing through bushes and 
undergrowth, led back to their garden 


m: 
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A few days later, Ma Blockhead said to Old Blockhead, 
“My dear husband, we have very little food left, I think it will 
be a good idea if you go out and look for work. If you work, 
we shall have money. When we have money, we can buy the 
things we need.” 

Old Blockhead asked Ma Blockhead if she knew where he 
could get a job. She replied, “I've heard that the owner of the 
house at the end of this road is looking for someone to work 
there. Why don’t you wy there? If you are lucky, you might 
get the job.” 

Old Blockhead then sct out to look for the house at the end 
of the road. He followed the winding path through the 
bushes and undergrowth. After walking for some time, he 
finally reached the end of the road. Old Blockhead saw a little 
wooden house. 

“Is anybody home?" he asked. 

A woman came out. 

“Yes. What is it you want?” 

Old Blockhead could not believe his eyes. He thought to 
himself,“This woman looksa lot like my wife. Even the house 
looks like my house. Ah, no,” he told himself, “I must be 
mistaken.” 

The woman asked him what he wanted. Old Blockhead 
told her that he was looking fora job. The wom: ked Old 
Blockhead to repair her house. ‘The reof must be replaced," 
she said. “The walls tov. All the materials will be provided hy 
the owner of the house. You will be the carpenter.’ 

Old Blockhead agreed to work at the house that looked 
exactly like his. The next day, he started repairing the house. 
He pulled down the rotten walls. He also brought down the 
leaky roof. Both the roof and the walls were to be replaced. 
While he worked, Old Blockhead was well looked alter. His 
food and drink were taken care of by the woman who looked 
like his wife. In the evening, Old Blockhead went home. This 
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happened everyday. At the end of the week, Old Blockhead 
had finished his work. He had repaired the woman's house 
who lived at the end of the road. He had replaced the old roof, 
and had replaced the rotten walls, The woman paid him well 
for the job. 

Old Blockhead then went home with the money. He was 
very happy. He sang softly as he walked along the winding 
road through the bushes and undergrowth. He stopped short 
when he reached his house. 

“Ma! Ma!” he shouted as loudly as he could, 

Ma Blockhead came out, beaming. She took the money her 
husband gave her. 

“Thank you, my dear husband, Now we 
delicious food,” she said happily. 

But Old Blockhead was still be 
house without blinking. 

“Our house has been repaired, Ma?” asked Old Blockhead, 
surprised, 

“Oh yes,” replied Ma Blockhead, smiling 

Old Blockhead asked again, “Who did it?” 

“Oh, ... Let's see... His name is Old Blockhead,” replied 
his wife, shaking with laughter 

“No, no. That cannot be true. [ repaired the house at the 
end of this road,” said Old Blockhead. 

Ma Blockhead told him the real story. 

So, all this while, I was repairing my own house!” 
exclaimed Old Blockhead, scratching his head. Malaysia 


an. buy lots of 


vildered, He stared at his 
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Lazy Juan 


Under the spreading tamarind uee lay Juan. Hat over his 
face, he had slept the whole morning. Suddenly he heard his 
mother 

“Juan, where are you? Sleeping again? You are the Laviest 
boy I've ever seen. You sleep the moming away while your 
father works hard in the field. What shall Ido with you?" 

Still yawning, Juan got up, rubbed his eyes and suetched 
his arms lazily 

Mother met Juan at the door and said. “Go to the market 
and buy some salt and five live crabs, Don't play on the way 
and come home quickly.” 


Juan took the money and was soon on his way. Reaching 


the market, he saw an old woman selling crabs, He picked up 
a long stick and poked at the crabs. 

“Hey, what are you doing with my crabs?" shouted the 
woman. 

Twas uying to see if they were alive, Please give me five 
big cawling ones,” said Juan 

After getting the crabs Ged together, Juan moved on to a 
man selling salt. Juan said, “IH your salt is really saluy, then 
give me fifty centavos worth.” 

With the crabs and a small bag of salt, Juan started for 
home. Whistling, he passed by the riverbank. Suddenly he 
heard some voices calling him. 

“Juan, come play with us. Isn't ita nice day to have fun?” 

Pointing to the crabs and salt to his friends, Juan said, 
“Mother needs these, but | have an idea,” Untying the crabs 
he said to them, “Mother is waiting for you, so walk home. 
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Go suaight on this road and tum leftat the big tamarind tree, 
You will see the open kitchen door where Mother is. Go! 
Go!” Then he looked around for a sale place for the salt 
Finally he put the bag in the river where the water was very 
shallow. “Here,” he said to himself, “now nobody will walk 
away with i 


In no time, Juan was with his friends playing and shouting 
to his heart’s content. He remembered to go home only when 
the sun began to set 

Juan's mother stood by the tamarind tee waiting for her 
lary son. Seeing Juan, she shouted, “What have you to say?” 

“Somebody stole the salt!” exclaimed Juan 
“Stole the salt? What do you mean?" yelled the angry 
mother. 

“Well,” said Juan, “I had kept it in a very sale place— 
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under the water. And when I went to fetch it, it just wasn't 
there!” 
“And what about the crab 
‘Didn't they come home? Well, 1 explained the directions 
to the house very clearly. Chey did look intelligent and, of 
course, they were alive, so they could walk,” explained Juan 


Juan’s mother shook with anger. She couldn't saya word 
She just turned her back and hurriedly went inside the 
kitchen, slamming the door behind her 


Juan was left standing alone and wondering what had 


Philippines 
gone wrong! Philipy 


It All Began with Drip Drip 


A tiger was caught in a storm—he had wandered into th 
fields looking for something to cat. He huddled close to the 
will of Naini’s hut for shelter, Naini was an ill-tempered old 
woman who lived on the outskirts of the village. She was 
feeling especially ill-tempered that day, because her rool 


leaked badly. 
“This drip-drip!"” she muttered, pushing her tin wunks iy 
Is there no iN} 


and bed from place to place to keep them dry 


scaly 


slammed the bed against a unk, picked up a 
small wooden box and shoved it against the wall. The wall 
shook 

The tiger feli the wall shake and heard Naini shout, “Its 
killing me, this drip-drip!” 

The tiger was puzdled and frightened, “What could this 
drip-drip be? It makes such a terrible noise. Te must be a 
dreadful creature! 

Just then Bholenath, the potter, passed by. He was ina bad 
mood, too. His donkey had run away, He suddenly saw an 
animal huddled against the wall of a hut. “There he is!” he 
shouted and running to the tiger kicked it. Then he pulled 
the tiger's ears. “Move, or TIL break your bones! 

The tiger was really frightened. “This must be that terrible 
Drip-Drip,” he thought. Without a growl, he followed the 
pouter home, When they rached Bholenath’s hut, the potter 
tied the tiger outside with a sturdy rope. “You ean stay out in 
the rain!” he shouted 

Ihe potter's wile got up early the next moming. As she 
came out of the hut she saw the tiger and sceamed 


26 


Bholenath came running out. He stopped short when he saw 
the tiger. Then he tamed and ran. His wife followed him still 
savaming, They shut the door of their hut and pushed their 
bed and trunks against it 

Other people in the village were awake by now. They saw 
the snarling tiger tied outside Bholenath’s hut. Astonished, 
they hurried off to tell others about it 

The terrified tiger finally chewed through the rope, and 
ran back to the jungle 

Altera while Bholenath peeped through a small hole in the 
door. “The tiger's gone!” he whispered. ‘Trembling with 
reliel, he opened the door 

Many people Game to visit Bholenath that day. “Did you 
really kick him?" asked the carpenter 

Bholenath had recovered from his fright now. “I not only 
kicked and slapped him, Eeyen pulled his ears," he replied 
with a laugh 

Word of the incident spread until even the king heard the 
story, He sent for the potter and said, “I have never heard of 
such bravery! We need men like you in the army. You shall be 
my General!” 

One evening, when the whole court was gathered, a soldier 
rushed in crying, “War! The neighbouring king has declared 
war. He's at our borders with eighty thousand men!" 

The king called Bholenath, “The time hay come to prove 
your bravery. appoint you my Gommander-in-Chiel.” 

“I—I will do my best,” Bholenath stammercd, his heart 
pounding with fear 

That night Bholenath said in despair to his wile, “I don't 
even know how to ride a horse. What will [ do? 

“Don't worry,” she replied. “I'll tie you to the horse. What 
happens after that is in God’s hands.” 

Early the next morning, a messenger anived with a 
magnificent black stallion, “Lt belongs to the king himself! 
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He has sent it for you to nde into battle.” 5 

Bholenath glumly followed his wife out to the horse. Four 
servants lifted him onto the black stallion, then his wife ied 
him securely to the horse. She even tied one end of the rope to 
the horse's tail, The horse didn’t like the feel of all these 
ropes, and rearing up suddenly, galloped off with Bholenath 


holding on desperately. ite 
Suddenly, Bholenath realized that the horse was heading 


straight for the enemy camp. ; 
“No, no!” the potter shouted. He saw a banyan tee with its 
aerial roots hanging over the road. As the horse galloped 


under it, Bholenath reached up to pull himself free. But, the 
ng too fast and the roots came right off the 


horse was 2c : 
branches, and hung flapping in his hands. 


Help! Help!” the pouer shouted, waving the roots to 
attract attention. 

The horse galloped straight into the enemy camp. The 
soldiers saw a wild-looking man, hair and Clothes flapping 
ropes all around him, on a fierce black stallion, waving tee 
roots and shouting. 

‘It’s the advance guard!" a soldier yelled. “It's a demon!" 
screamed another. ‘The king has a demon army!" shouted a 
third, “Run!” cried a fourth, “Run!” echoed the others and 
ran for their lives. 

Bholenath’s horse reached the middle of the camp. The 
ropes which had held the potter on the horse came apart and 
he fell off the horse. He looked around the empty camp 
bewildered. Then, slowly and painfully, he stood up and led 
the horse back home 

The king's army had ridden out to join their Commander 
They met him walking wearily home 

“The enemy has gone.” he told them 

The soldiers rode to the camp tw see for themselves. The 
camp was empty 

The soldiers rode triumphantly into the city and told the 
king what had happened 

“Scared away a whole army single-handed?” cried the king 
delightedly. “What a man!" 

And, even today, the people tell the story of the valiant 
potter who caught a tiger ahd defeated an entire army all by 


himself, India 
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Expansion and Contraction 


xplain the theory of expansion and contraction,” the 
teacher asked one of the pupils 

“A substance expands when it is heated and contacts when 
it ts cooled.” 

“No wonder we have long vacation in suminer and a short 
one in winter,” remarked another pupil Chins 


Who Was Cleverer? 


Klae and Pia were (wo temple boys, One day Klae’s mother 
came to visit him and gave him five baht for pocket moncy 
Klae thought for a long time about wha to keep the money 
In the end he decided to bury it. In order to be able to 
recognize the exact spot later, he put upa notice saying, ‘This 
is not a place where five baht are buried. 

Having done that, he went for a stroll. Pia happened to 
valk past and was surprised to see the notice. Hedug up the 
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ground, found the money, and took it, In order to show that 
he could write, he erased Klae’s notice and wrote his own, 
saying, ‘Pia did not tke the money. 

After enjoying himself for a Klae got worried about 
his money. He came back to the spot and dug up the ground, 
but did not find it, Worried, he ran crying to the abbot who 
asked hin if he had made a sign after burying the money in 
the ground, Klae told the abbot that he had put up a notice 
saying he did not leave five baht buried underground, and 
that someone else had wken away his notice and put upa new 
one saying, ‘Pia did not take the money 

The abbot thought this was rather amusing, He of course 
knew immediately who had taken the money. He sent for Pia 
and told bim to return the money to Klac and said, “You are 
not only a thief, but a foolish thief.” "1 
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Law of Gravity 


Two old-timers in a country pub were talking about the 
coldest places they'd ever known. 

“Well,” said one, “the coldest place I was ever in was up on 
the Monaro. We was repairing some stockyards there one 
morning and as well as being terrible cold, there was a real 
thick peasoup fog. Well, we finished the job and sat up on the 


top rail of the yards to have a smoke; and you'd hardly believe 
this, but it’s gospel truth, That fog lifted so suddenly, we both 
fell over backwards.”" 

“Well,” said his mate, “PIL tell you what happened up the 
other side of Omeo, [ was driving a mob of sheep around a 
mountainside there one morning when one of them slipped 
e-covered rock and went sailing through the air 
towards the gully below 

“T looked down and could hardly believe me eyes. ‘That 


sheep never got to the gully. It was so cold he froze in mid- 


on a 


“Don't give me that,” 
gravity wouldn't allow i 

“Laws of gravity be damned!" growled his mate. “They 
was frozen too!" Aindralia 


said the other chap. “The laws of 


RIDDLES (Answers on p38) 7 There are no milestones, 


only twelve villages in single file 
There are two men—one lean, one fat—who go round 


A clever little craftsman When the Iean one reaches twelve, 

Who builds houses without bricks, the fat one completes a mile saint 
White walls without windows, 

Which alter dismantling can all become clothes. 


China 
2 What is that which we swallow and live, 
but when it swallows us, we die, Phailend 
3 The ree is too low to climb; 
It has swords that can’t be used to hack, 
A hundred noses it has, yet it can't smell, 
And it has a bat that can't be used to bat. 
Malaysta 
4 Big creatures can get in, but 
Not! The tiny ones cannot. 
Japa: 
5 What is it that is seen better as it grows darker? 8 The flower that blooms over the mouritin head. 
Rep. of Korea Phe flower that blooms when we are 10 bed. 
Si Laka 
6 When it was young (small) it wore a skirt; 
When it was old (big) it was naked. 9 What is it that takes dried clothes olf and wears wel 
Philippines clothes? Rep. of Korea 


10. He is born under the waters of the seven seas; 
He has no head, only a trunk to pleases 


His eyes are upwards, but the food on the ground 


he sees. Su Lanka 


LE Why did: Yokomo put some sugar under his pillow 
Papina New Gannon 


‘Take Care! 


“Look out for the traffic! Be careful! Don't fall into the 
draint™ 

“Oh, Mum! I'm only going to the shop to buy youa loal of 
bread. The way you're going on, the neighbours will think 
I'm cycling all the way to London! You know there's very 
little traffic on our quiet estate roads...and anyway, the 
drains are not even big enough for me to fall into!" 

Shen's mother sighed as she waved him away. ‘Then as he 
cycled out of the gate, she called after him, “Look out for cars! 
Be careful! Take care 

Shaking his head, Shen cycled past their row of terrace 
houses, turned Ieft into a back Jane and right again to the 
estate bakery, Iwas hardly a minute's ride away. What could 
happen to him during such a short wip? His mother was 
making a big fuss over nothing! Take care, indeed! She really 
was something! 


Shen sighed, lett his bicycle on the road and walked upa 
flight of steps towards the bakery. He bought a loaf of bread 
after arguing with the baker's boy over the shrinking size of 
the loal and the ext ten cents he had to pay for it. 

He was very angry when he left the shop. He was so angry 
he did not notice a yan pulling up outside the bakery. Two 
men jumped out of the van and pushed him back into the 
bakery. One man pointed a gun at his head, 

Keep quiet if you don't want a hole right through your 
head!" the gunman growled. 

The other man ran into the shop and held a 
the chin of the baker's boy. ‘The boy turned as white as the 
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Invwers EA silhew 
5A stay 6 An eguplunt 


2 Water 3-4 prreapple 1A morqueto net 
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10.A crab 1) Because he usvuted ty eave sweet drewns 


slices of bread he had been cutting, His kaees shook and his 


teeth chattered. - 
“Give me the keys to the GIL! Hurry up or PI slit vou 


throat from ear to ear!” 
The gunman pushed Shen up against the counter, next to 


the baker's boy who was struggling to get the keyp out of his 
pocket. The boy’s hands shook somuch that the keys tell with 
a loud clang at Shen's feet 
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Shen held his breath as the gunman bent down to snatch 
up the keys, Should he kick the gun out of the man’s hand? 
What if the gun went off? What if he was not fast enough? 
No, the risk was too great 

“Here, quick! Empty the oll!” cried the gunman as he 
threw the keys to his friend. The gunman’s friend shoved the 
baker's boy towards Shen, unlocked the till and crammed all 
the money into his pocket. 

Shen recoiled as the baker's boy collapsed into his arms, 
knocking his loaf of bread out of his hand. The loaf of bread 
fell on the floor 


“Hey! What's going on in here! Who are you two men?” 
shouted the baker, He had just come out from a room at the 
back of the shop 

BANG! went the gun as the startled gunman pressed the 
tigger. The bullet slammed into the floor near Shen's feet 
His loaf of bread jumped up into the air as the bullet went 
through it 

Shen and the baker's boy jumped with fright. 

The baker fled back into the room and slammed the door 
shut 

The gunman and his friend ran out of the shop, jumped 
into the van, reversed it, Knocked down Shen's bic yele, ran 
over tts front wheel and then moved off like a sweak of 
lighting. 

Shen gasped. Stunned, he watched the van race down the 
road and disappear round a bend, He bent to pick up his loaf 
of bread, turned, and ran out of the shop. He wouldn't stay 
there a minute longer than was necessary. Nothing like this 
had ever happened to him before! His own mother had 
warned him about the watlic, the drain and about not falling 
off his bicycle, but this was something else! 

He ran to his bicycle and then gave an angry yell when he 
saw his flattened wheel. ‘The van bad run over it. What was he 
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going to tell his mother? She would be horrified if she were to 
see him carrying his bicycle home. 

His mother was not only horvified, she was speechless for a 
good five seconds. Then the words came rushing to her lips. 
“Oh, Shen, you were knocked down bya car! You fell off your 
bicycle! You fell into the drain! You...!" 

“Mum...please, Mum! Let me explain! No.. 
no...don't say anything! Iwas very careful! looked out for 
the waific. I didn’t fall into the drain. I took great care of 
iyself,..but then I got held up in the bakery!” ; 

“Oh Shen, my dear boy! My poor boy!" his mother cried 
over and over again. 

Glumly, Shen held out the loaf of bread, His mother took 
it. And then she gasped. One of her fingers had slipped into 
hole in the middle of the loaf 

“What's his?” she cried in amazement 

Shen stared at the loaf of bread. A bullet hole! The 
gunman’s bullet must have hit the loaf of bread when his gun 


went off accidentally! 


“That's a bullet hole! The gunman...” 

But before Shen could finish his sentence, his mother had 
fainted. 

“Mum...Mum...you haven't heard the whole stor y yet! 
You..." Shen broke off abruptly to stare at his unconscious 
mother, 

“Oh me, oh my! what am I going to do now?” he thought 
frantically. 

Shen pulled the loaf of bread off his mother’s finger and 
slipped it under her head. That would cushion her head 
while he ran over to Grandma's house. She would know what 
to do! 

The next door neighbours came running 
for the gate. 


as Shen sprinted 


“What happened, Shen?” 

“What's wrong with your mother?” cried the two 
neighbours, horrified at the sight of Shen’s mother stretched 
out on the porch in full view of everyone passing by, 

“Oh, Mrs. Chen... Madam Salimah! Please stay with my 
mother fora while, I'm going to call my grandma! I'm going 
over to call my aunts! 

“AIL right, boy! All right... but what happened? What 
happened?” 

“There's a bullet hole in the bread. The gun went off! The 
gunman escaped! My bicycle was run over! Please stay with 
my mother! [ must call my grandma! [must call my aunts!” 
cried Shen as he ran off, greatly agitated. 

The two neighbours stared at one another in shock. Soon 
they were joined by more neighbours who came rushing in 
through the open gate. 

Mrs. Chen stared at the growing crowd and then blurted 
out in horror, “Shen's mother has a bullet hole in her head!” 

The crowd of women gasped 

“A gunman shot her!’ wailed Madam Salimah. 
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“He ran over Shen’s bicycle,” wept Mrs. Chen. 

“What shall we d asked Mrs. Bala. She looked very 
worried. ae 

“Call the police! Ring up the ambulance! Ring up Shen's 
father!” cried several voices. 

“What...what...what 
where am I?" cried Shen's mother. 

The neighbours drew back in alarm. Then they bent over 
Shen's bewildered mother. 

“Don’t move, Mrs. Huang! Don’t move! ‘There's 
hole in your head!’ 
“No... keep still, please, Mrs. Huang!” ’ 

“Don't move! Shen’s gone to get his grandma and his 
aunts!” 

“Mrs. Lin has gone to ring up the police!” 

“The ambulance is on its way!” 

“Be careful of the bullet hole in your head! Don’t move! 
Keep still!” cried the excited neighbours. j 

“T don't need the police! I don’t need the ambulance! The 
bullet hole is not in my head! It's in the bread!" cried Mrs. 
Huang. She pushed away the hands holding her down and 
struggled to her feet. 

Mrs. Chen, Madam Salimah, Mrs. Bala, Mrs. Lin 
the other ladies gasped. They picked up the bread and 
examined it. Yes, there was a bullet hole right through the 
loaf of bread. Their fingers probed the hole, Yes, itwasa hole 
all right! A real bullet hole! 
“But who shot the bread?’ 
“Why shoot the bread?” asked seve 

“Excuse me, ladies! Excuse me, ladies! Oh, Mum... Mum! 
You're all right! Grandma’s not in—the house is all locked 


wrong? Where ...where... 


a bullet 


and all 


al voices. 


up’ 1 
“What happened, Shen? What happened?” cried his 
mother 
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“You sit down, Mum! You sit down and I'll tell you!" 
sighed Shen. 

Everyone listened as Shen told his story. His mother 
gasped several times. So did the other ladies. 

Excited cries filled the air as questions were asked and 
answers given. Finally, the police arrived. So did the 
ambulance. 

Shen told his story all over again. He even showed the 
ambulance men the bullet hole in the bread. ‘Chey shook 
their heads, then moved olf to answer another call, Groupsol 
people gathered to discuss the bread that was shot in the head 
Then everyone followed the police to the bakery where 
investigations began in earnest. 

The baker's boy told his story, the baker told his story, and 
Shen told his story all over again. He had got over his shock 
and was beginning to feel that his encounter with the robbers 
was the highlight of his young life, It was the best thing that 
had happened to him—the most exciting adventure he had 
had so far! 

The crowd listened to his story three times over alter the 
police left, taking the bread with the bullet hole in it with 
them. Then, their cunosity satistied, they sct off lor home. 

Shen sighed, bought another loal of bread and walked 


home with his mother, It was getting dark and Dad would be 
coming home soon for dinner. Yes, he could tell Dad his 
story. Lhen, there would be Grandma and the aunts—they 
would want to hear the story, too! 

“Are you all right now, Mum?" asked Shen. 

His mother nodded, She put her arms round him, thankful 
that he was sale, 

Shen grinned and kissed his mother's cheek. He would 
always be grateful to her. Tf she had not said, “Take care!” 
none of this would have happened to hin. Singapore 
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God's Good Job 


A peasant driving a donkey reached a melon farm. Tired and 
thirsty, he sat down and rested under the shade of a nearby 
walnut tee, Enjoying the view of the spreading vines of big 
watennelons, he looked up and noticed a few walnuts 
dangling among the very high branches of a monstrously 
high tree. Bewildered by the work of God, he wondered why 
small walnuts grew on such an enormous tee, while the big. 
watermelons hung from a Matand flimsy vine. Phe puzeled 
peasant was lost in his thoughts whena falling walnut hit his 
head. He stretched his hands high up towards the sky and 
said thankfully, “O Almighty God, it was clever of you not to 
Tet melons grow on big tees, for | would have been dead by 


now.” Tran 
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‘The Power of Prayer 


Old Jim, it seems, was driving into town in his Model ‘T Ford. 
He was within five miles of his destination when the ancient 
chariot wheezed to a stop and refused to budge another inch. 

Out jumped Jim, opened up the bonnet and started to 
tinker around, wying to locate the cause of the trouble. 
Having no luck, he began to get hot under the collar and 
called down all his wiath on the benighted inventor of this 
sanguinary rattle 

He'd reached the culmination of his blistering tirade when 
he suddenly heard a gende voice behind him say, “What's the 
touble, old chap?” Turning round, Jim saw the local 
minister. 


“This old car of mine won't start, reverend," he said, a htile 
shamefacedly. 

“Well,” chuckled the minister, “there’s no need to curse it, 
iny dear feilow. Have you thought of asking the Lord to help 


you 

“No,” admitted Old Jim, “I haven't.” 

“Well, uy itand see what happens.” 

Old Jim looked a bit bewildered. “I've tried everything 
else," he thought, ‘'so I might as well give this a go, just to 
humour him.” 

So Jim said a few words of prayer. Then he picked up the 
crank handle, gave it half a turn, and the Ford came to life. 

Old Jim stared at the car in surprise and was just going to 
thank the parson when he heard him exclaim, “Well, ll be 
blowed!” Australia 
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Satisfaction Guaranteed 


\ rich man sent his servant to an orchard to buy some apples. 
“Buy sweet apples, or none at all,’ he instructed his servant. 
The owner of the orchard said to the servant, “All my apples 
are sweet. Try one.” 

“How am [to know thatall of them are sweet if Ttaste just 
one? T must try each one I buy.’ And he took a bite of each 
apple he was buying. 

The master flew into a rage when he saw the apples. “Who 
has bitten into them?” he demanded. 

“You asked for sweet apples, Sir. How was Ito know unless 
I tried each one of them?" answered the servant. China 
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A Letter 


Aman had gone away from his home. One day he wrote a 
letter to his family, but could not find any one to take the 
letter to his town. 

Disappointed, he decided to take it himself, When he 
reached his town, he went to his house and knocked at the 
door, Someone opened the door but the man, notentering the 
house, said, “I haye not come to stay, | have only come to 
hand you this letter personally.” fran 


The King Who Ate Chaff 


Once there was a king who had the habit of going round his 
kingdom in the night, disguised as an ordinary man, This 
way he could find out for himself how his people lived and 
what they said about him, He used to take with him only his 
uusted personal attendant, One day, smelling something 
unfamiliar and delicious, the king sent his servantto find out 
what it.was. The servant came back and told him that it was 
the smell of chaff coming from a cottage close by where a 
woman was pounding paddy, The king had eaten all the 
delicious food of the world, but this smell was something 


new and very tempting. He wanted to taste the chaff and sent 
his servant to bring some. The servant was shocked. He 
pleaded with the king and told him that what had tempted 
him so much was only fed to cows and pigs. But the king 
insisted. 


The chaff was brought and the king relished it. He 
admonished the servant, “Remember you are not to open 
your mouth about this to anyone. If you do, you will lose 
your head.” 

Now the servant found it very hard not to share the secret 
with someone, His stomach bloated up. He could not eat or 
sleep. He tried very hard to forget all about the meident, but 
the more he tied, the more restless he telt, "Oh, if only Leould 
speak out where no one heard me, I'd feel so much better.” He 
thought of telling the river, but then the fishermen would 
hear him. He thought of the cemetery, but the gravediggers 
would overhear. After a few more agonising days, he at last 
went into deep woods. There he saw a tee with a big hollow 
in the trunk. “IT can’t find a safer listener,” the servant 
thought. He thrust his head inside the hollow 
“The king eats chaff! Our king eats chaff!” 
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und whispered 


He felt so much better now and returned home. Once again 
he started eating and sleeping like a normal man, 

Months passed. ‘The big festival. was approaching 
Preparations had begun at the palace. The drummers wanted 
the big old palace drum to be replaced by a new one, Orders 
were given to drum makers. They went to the woods to look 
for suitable wood for the drum. Now, it so happened that they 
selected the same big wee with the hollow in the tunk to 
which the servant had confided his big. secret 

The vee was felled and a beautiful new drum was made, 
The king himself siiw it and was satistied with it, In the 
presence of hundreds of people and with great Lantue, the 
new big drum was installed in its proper pkice. And then, at 
the end of the ceremony, the drummers beat the drum. But 
instead of the usual “boom-boom, the dium shouted, * Phe 
king eats chaff! Our king eats chaff!” 

The king was beside himself with anger. He ordered 
immediately that the drum be thrown away into the river, 
and never, never brought back. 


The king sent for the servant and questioned him. 

“Tow did the drum come to know ol my secret? You ure the 
only human being who knows :tbout it, Speck the auth 
roared 


he 


The servant was shaking wath fear, He could almost see his, 
beheaded body in front of him, He conlessed having confided 
the secret to the tree, 

He was forgiven, but was no longer allowed to accompany 


his royal master, as the king was likely to have other secrets 


a Burma 


Kabayan and the Magic Bird 


Kobayan is avery famous character in West Javanese folk 
files. Kabayan is known to be ky, He goes off to sleep at the 
hep oof a hat, and this annoys his wife and her paren 
However, he is also an honest, simple and funny man, 
Hoo uise of this, he is loved by all, Kabayan isatlso clever and 
quick wated, and can solve any problem. 

One day, Kabayan sat ona chair brooding. Che drink that 
his wile had placed before him had not been touc hed. even 
thourhat had been there since morning. Kabayanr's wile yas 
bewildered by her husband's behaviour, 

Farly in the moming you should be working im the tice 
fields Like othe What are you brooding about? You we 
toally behaving stangely,”” said his wife: 

Yawning widely, Kabayan answered casually, “Vi in 
Houble. Uhat's why P'm brooding, my dear wile.” 

What should be toubling you, my husband? Is tour 
poverty? But-aren’t we used to living a Tile of hardshiy? 
iked his wile, 

Tam not thinking of our poverty. Pm thinking of Wan 
\bukonui. Haven't we borrowed seven thousand rupihs 
hom himvand not paid him back? Wan Abu has already Gane 
twice to ask for the money, He is to come again today. Last 
tne, he said, ‘If you cannot pay back the debt, Twill takeyou 
tecourts” 

The mention of ‘court’ frightened Kabayan’s wile. Shefelt 
like crying 

Whatis this, my husband? You will be taken to courtOh, 
you are punished, what will become of me? Oh, donigo, 
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please don't.” 

“That is why Iam so sad at the moment.” 

“But how can you pay back the debt just by brooding? It 
would be best if you go and try to gct some money.” 

“But where would I get it? Should I go to your miserly 
parents? They will surely not part with any money. So let me 
think, first, Don't bother me. I'm trying to find a way to pay 
back our debt. Go to the kitchen, You hamper my thoughts 
by standing here." 

Kabayan’s wife retreated to the kitchen while Kabayan 
conunued to brood. After a short while, he suddently shouted 
and ran to the kitchen to find his wife. He acted like a mad 
man 

“Wile | Wile! Hurray! [ve found the perfect way! Yes, the 
perfect way! You should rejoice and no longer be sad, We can 
pay back our debt today,” said Kabayan 

“What are you going to do?” asked his wile. 

Enough, do not ask questions. Just quickly make a lot of 
glue from sweet potato four.” 

“What? Make glue?” 

“Yes, glue, Do it quickly, before Wan Abu comes.” 

While his wife made glue by stiming sweet potato [our 
into boiling water, Kabayan ripped open one of his pillows. 
He then scattered the capok filling on the floor, 

“The glue is ready. What should I do with it now?” asked 
his wile. 

Wait until it cools. Once itis cool, you should spread ital] 
over my body unul it covers my head,” ordered Kabayan, 

His wife obeyed, although she did not understand what 
going on. When the glue had cooled, she spread it all 
over Kabayan's body, from the ends of the hair on his head all 
the way down to his toes 

No part of his body was missed. After this was done, 
Kabayan rolled on the capok filling which was scattered on 


w 
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the floor. Now Kabayan was completely covered with capok. 
Even his face. 

“Wile, I will now go inside the goat pen, When Wan Abu 
comes to ask for his money, tell him, I've gone to sce the king 
to sell a magic bird,” said Kabayan. 

His wife nodded in agreement. Then Kabayan ran and hid 
in the goat pen. 

Not long after this, Wan Abu arrived to claim his money. 

“Assalamualackum,” said Wan Abu. 

“Walatkumsalam,” answered Kabayan’s wife. 

“Ah, good alternoon. Where is Kabayan? I’ve come for the 
third ume this week to claim my money. This is the last day. 
If Kabayan cannot pay back his debt, I will take him to 
court,” said Wan Abu. 

“But Kabayan is not home today, Wan Abu,” answered 
Kabayan’s wife. 

“Hm, so he's not at home? Where has he gone?” 

“He’s gone to the king to talk about the magic bird.” 
‘What did you say? Magic bird?” 

“Yes, Kabayan has a magic bird and the king wishes to buy 
it 

Wan Abu nodded and smiled 

“Well, if that is the case, | would also like to see it. Where is 
the bird now?" 

‘In its cage. But you must not see it, [fit [lies away, Twill 
surely be blamed.” 

Since he was denied, Wan Abu insisted more and more on 
seeing the bird 

“Why am not allowed to see it? If the cage door is closed, 
there is no chance of the bird flying away. Come, show me the 
magic bird. Lreally wish to see it,” pleaded Wan Abu eagerly 

“Don't Wan! Please don’t! Kabayan will be very annoyed 
with me." 

But Wan Abukomar could want no longer. He stepped 
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outside. He started looking for the bird, to his left and right. 
As he passed the goat pen, Wan Abu was stared to see a 
suange creature. He hurriedly approached the pen and 
opened the gate. Kabayan, covered in capok, quickly ran out 
of the pen and disappeared. Kabayan’s wile suddently started 
crying loudly and said, “Help! Help! ‘The magic bird has 
escaped! Oh, Kabayan’s bird has disappeared. What should T 
do now? How could you do this, Wan Abu! J told you not to 
see the bird, now it has escaped . 
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“Hush, don't cry. Don't ery..." said Wan Abu, trying to 
quicten her, But the woman continued to cry 

“Oh, woe! Disaster! His Highness will surely be angry. But 
it docs not matter, | will tell him that Wan Abu freed the 
bird,” said Kabayan’s wife, still crying loudly like a child. 

Wan Abu was scared at the mention of the king's name. He 
said, “Please don’t tell the king that I let the bird out. Alright, 
Twill apologise. [have done wrong by letting the bird out. To 
compensate for this, I will consider Kabayan’s debt already 
repaid, But please, don’t tell the king that Het the bird loose,” 
pleaded Abukomar. 

“No. L will still tell His Majesty, because he was so keen on 
buying the bird for ten thousand rupiahs. That is quite & 
high price,” said Kabayan's wife 

Wan Abu quickly answered, “Alright, alright. I will add 
another three thousand, Didn't Kabayan owe me seven 
thousand? It adds upto exactly ten thousand, the same price 
that His Highness wag willing wo pay for that magic bird.” 

Then Wan Abukomar gave Kabayan’s wife three thousand 
rupiahs. The woman received the money and stopped crying. 
Wan Abukomar hurriedly returned home 

After his visitor had left, Kabayan, who was hiding, under 
some trees in the garden, quickly reamed to the house. 

“Husband, our debt is now settled. We have even made a 
profit of three thousand rupiahs from the deal,” said his wife 
happily. Kabayan laughed heantily. 

“Tam lucky to have such a clever wife. Between us we can 
outsmait the whole world. Indonesia 
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Shaikh Chilli and Dogs 


Shaikh Chilli was abiad of only avo things, his wite and 
dogs. When at home, he never argued with his wile and 
always obeyed her. Outdoors, he tied to remain away fom 


dogs. He was aware of the saying that barking dogs do not 
bite. But he was notso sure that the dogs were aware of it. So 
he never took any risk 

The dogs of the village also avoided him. They did not like 
the looks of this short, thin funny man whose glasses rested 
on his nose. 

One diy Shaikh Chilli had to go to the next village to meet 
his uncle. The dogs of that village had never seen such a 
funny-looking man. So the moment they saw Shaikh Chilli, 
they started barking very loudly. They followed him 
wherever he went 

Once aware that he was being followed by-barking dogs, 
Shaikh Chilli quickencd his steps, But the faster he walke 
the louder came the barking of the dogs 

At last, losing his patience, Shaikh Chilli decided to stop 
amd somehow drive away the unruly dogs. He looked around 
for some weapon. Pleased to see a brick by the side of the road, 
he tied to pick itup. Butit was fixed finmly to the ground. He 
used all the strength he had, but he could not lift it. Annoyed, 
he started abusing the villagers loudly 

A passer-by heard bim and came to him to find out the 
reason for his annoyance 

“You have a suange village,” Shaikh Chilli complained 
bitterly. “You keep your dogs unchained and all your bricks 
chained fimly!" Pakistan 


A Buffalo Is Bigger than a Mouse 


Phis mandarin was areal pearl, the exception that proves the 
role. Never was he secn accepting a bribe. When he retired 
from active service, the gratelul population decided to offer 
him a souvenir worthy of his great virtues. 

Not daring to go directly 0 him, a delegation approached 
his wile and asked her what she thought would please her 


husband, 

Since you are so keen on giving him a present,” said 
Madam, “Tthink a small curio would be the right thing, 

"A wonderful idea!” chorused the men May we 
respectully ask you, Madam, in what year the great 
mandarin was born? 

‘In the year of the Mouse! Why?’ 

We think we shall offer hima silver mouse, as large as 
life.” 

The mandarin’s wile accepted the gilt without daring to let 
her husband know about the whole affair 

Altera few years, the mandarin fell on difficult umes, His 
wife broke the silver mouse in tiny bits which she sold to meet 


the family’s needs. Discovering this, the mandarin asked his 
wife where the silver mouse caine lrom. Trembling, she told 
him the truth, expecting a rightcous outburst of anger. But 
he simply sighed. “My poor darling, you should have told 
them T was born in the year of the Buffalo, as would any 
mandarin worthy of the name! Viet Nani 
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Two Good Friends 


Long, long ago there lived two friends. In spite of being very 
good friends, they often played tricks on each other. 

One day they decided to dig one pig tap cach, but they did 
not tell one another where and when they would dig the 
aps. 

One fine day one of them decided to dig, and he went 
behind a bush and started digging. He did not notice that his 
friend was watching him from behind the bushes, The friend 
kept watching unul the other was out of sight. Then he came 
out of hiding and tried to think of some trick to play on his 
fend. An idea struck him. He got a wild taro leaf and made 
one big round hole and seyeral small holes init. Having done 
that, he placed the leaf on the top of the hole. His friend was 
still digging deeper and deeper, At last he was tired. He 
stopped to take a rest, and when he looked up he saw light 
through the holes in the leaf which covered the pit. He 
thought it was night und the moon and stars had come outin 
the sky. He closed his eyes and was soon asleep. His friend 
quietly removed the leal. 

When the man who was digging opened his eyes and saw 
bright sunshine, he knew atonce that he had been tricked by 
his friend. Now he had to out-trick him. He started thinking 
fast. 

The next day the other man went to another bush to dig his 
pig wap. His friend quietly followed him. The first man 
came to 2 small clearing, then he stopped and. started 
digging. He dug and dug until he was tired and could not go 
on any more, Having rested for a while, he started digging 
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again. Soon, he was out of sight, His friend found a snake 
ded a string around it and lowered it into the pit. The man 
who was busy digging was startled and sereamed for help. He 
did not know hew to get out of the pit. Then he thought of a 
way out. Digging at the sides of the pit, he stated filling the 
hole up with soil, The friend standing outside, unseen by 
him, kept dangling the snake, and the other man was 
frantically filling up the hole he had worked so hard to dig: 
This went on, until he had raised the level of the pit enough 
to enable him to climb out. His friend, of course, had run 
away by that time. He saw the string which was tied to the 
snake, and knew that he was tricked. 

Since it was all done in fun, both of them confessed to what 
they had done, and realised what a waste of time and labour it 
had been 

Instead of having two pig traps, they had none. 


Papua Now Guinea 
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The Finger Game 


Three men about to take the imperial examination consulted 
a fortune-teller. The fortune-teller made no reply to their 
questions, Instead, he held up one of his fingersalter the three 
had spoken. 

When the results of the imperial examination were 
announced, only one of the three had passed and the fortune- 
teller’s reputation rose. 

A young apprentice asked the fortune-teller what his secret 
lo success was 

My only secret is not to say anything,” The reply made his 
apprentice even more confused. 

Then the fortune-teller went on, “You saw me hold up one 
finger. It could mean only one of the three will pass. As it 
tured out, my prediction was accurate. If two had passed, 
my prediction would still have been accurate, for one finger 
could mean that only one would fail. If all the three had 
passed, one finger could mean that all the three, as a whole, 
would pass the examination. Similarly, the converse is also 
accurate.” Chi 


RIDDLES (Ansvers on p. 72) 


1 Working hard for her whole life, 
Beautiful flower gardens her haunts; 
She is making something valuable, 


Sweeter even than delicious candies. 
China 


2 What is it that dies when it drinks water? 
Rep, of Korea 


3 It cannot be clenched, it cannot be held, 
but it refreshes the body, Indonesia 


4 The white man with one, leg soe" 
‘Sri Lanka a 
Do 


A fruit on a tree, 


A wee on a fruit. 
Sri Lanka 


6 You'll go that way, 
I'll go this way. 
We'll soon meet 


Ata beau (bow) spot. 
Japan 


Bent over when filled, 
straight when empty. 


Indonesia 


8 Arithmetic above, play in a swing below. 


Japan 


9 A tiny tot, this girl; 


Her name—Miss Ruby Red. 

Clad in a skirt of scarlet, 

A pice, the price on her head. 

She burns mouths and brings tears; 


In this she's unequalled, with no peers. 
India 


jo Let me narrate a story, my son 
It flew away without feathers and wings, 
With only a thread tied to its neck. 


Pakistan 


1 The skin is near the husk, 
The husk is near the shell, 
The shell is near the pearl (meat), 


The pearl is near the water. 
Philippines 


12. ‘Two men dived for prawns in the river, 
and when they came out of the water, 

one had wet hair, 
the other did not. 


How did that happen? 


Papua New Guinea 


13 A pox with seven holes. 
‘urna 


Keyun Appu’s Scarf 


Keoun isa national sweet of the Sinhala people of Sri Lanka 
It is made with jaggery and flour and is fried in oil. 

There was once a man who ate kevun at all times of day, 
and the people called him “Kevun Appu”. In. brother 
Gunda's tea-shop there was always a plate of freshly made 
kevun in the glass cupboard. Brother Gunda's wife made 
them. This was the only tea-shop in the whole village, That 
was why they did a brisk business, Brother Gunda himself 
brewed the tea in a bowl. He would add milk and sugar to it 
and stir it with a spoon noisily. Then he poured it from one 
bowl to another until it was frothy. Delicious tea he made 

Keyun Appu always had a scarf slung over his shoulder. It 
was a common practice with villagers to throw a scarf over 
the shoulder with the keys tied to the end, Kevun Appu did 
not have a bunch of keys, so he had only the scarf 

Since the day people began calling him Kevan Appu, he 
had been very embarrassed, Nevertheless, he did not stop 


ny tir 


eating the sweet, soft kevin as 1 a day as he wished 


And when he ate them, he always covered his mouth with a 
corner of the scarf. Thus the scarf had become very necessary 
for his cating hevun 

One day Kevun Appu walked into the tea-shop. He sat 
down on the bench and asked tor kevun. Then he felt about 
his shoulders for the scarf. But it was not there. He could not 
cat the kevun without it, He looked about him. On the other 
bench sat Bindu, sipping tea from a saucer. Kadira was 
smoking a cigar, blowing rings of smoke into the air, and 
Butta was reading loudly from a newspaper for all to hear 
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Answers: 1 A honey-bee 2 Fire 3 Water 4A mushroom 
5A pineapple 6 A sash 7 A rice plant 8 A clock 9 Red chillie 
10.4 kite 1D A coconut 12 One of them was ald. 13 A head 


Sokka was the only one eating kevin, and he was obviously 
enjoying it very much 

Keyun Appu’s mouth began to water. But how could he cat 
without covering his mouth, He badly needed his scarf. He 
got up. 

“Limust have left it behind at home,” he thought. “No, I 
could never have done a thing like that, My wife must have 
taken it to play a practical joke on me.’ Lost in thought he 
ched home, 

His wile sat on the doorstep, cleaning rice. Kevun Appu 
suid angrily, “Out with my searf ,,. this minute.” She looked 
up at him, surprised. Then she smiled and went on with her 
work. 

“So you, too, are pkiying a joke on me, are you?” he asked, 
and turned the house upside-down in his frantic search for 
the seart. Sull he did not find it. Then he roared like a lion 
and rushed out of the house. He stood by the roadside, 
wondering what to do. 

Some little children were playing marbles by the gravel 
road. Kevan Appu walked up to them, 

“You pinched my scarf when T walked this way, a while 
ago, didn’t you?” he asked them 

They looked at him and their faces brightened with smiles, 
“Return my scarf tome, orelse [will he threatened them, 
The children whispered something to one another. Then 
they laughed, picked up their marbles and ran away 
laughing 

Kevun Appu was helpless. He stood and wondered. 

“Who could have taken my searf?" he asked himself. “This 
is a great joke. I will get the culprit,” he muttered as he made 
his way back to the tea-shop. He climbed the three steps and 


n to bawl. 


bega 
“This is no laughing matter. Do you hear me? My scarf 
will have to be given back . 
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Brother Gunda’s wife brought in another plate of steaming 
hot keown and placed it in the glass cupboard. The men on 
the bench helped themselves to it. 

‘Have a kevun, brother, everything will be fine,” 
Brother Gunda, Kevun Appu’s anger knew no bounds. 
Oh! How terrible this is... Why don’t you give back my 
scart?” He was nearly in tears, 

1 will go mad!” he said holding his head in both hands. 
Then his mouth opened like an “O" and his eyes looked 


heavenwards, for there was the scarf, neatly tied around his 
head! Su Lanka 


il 


Haji Baghlol 


Long, long ago there lived in Pakistan a simple, fatand ugly 
villiger. His name was Haji Baghlol. He had a funny- 
looking beard which made him look like a goat. He had 
spent all his Tile in his village. 

Once when he went to another village his aunt gave bi 
fried liver to cat. Haji Baghlol liked the taste very much, for 
he had never eaten fried liver before, He asked the aunt for the 
recipe. Pleased, his aunt wrote the recipe on a piece of paper 


and gave it to him. 

Haji Baghlol put it carefully in his pocket. On his way 
back, he brought a seer (2 Ibs) of liver and began walking 
toward his village with the liver in his hand. 

Now, kites love raw meat. Even when flying above in the 
sky, they can spot such things clearly. A kite saw the liver in 
Haji Baghlot’s hand. ft came sweeping down and, before Haji 
Baghlol realized what was happening, it snatched the meat 
from his hand and flew away 

At first Haji Baghlol was shocked at the sudden attack 
Then, as he saw the kite fying up with the liver, he began to 
laugh loudly. Seeing what had happened, some people came 
quickly to him. They were surprised to see him laughing as if 
something terribly good had happened to him. 

“Why are you laughing, sir?” a man asked. 

“Lam laughing at the foolishness of the kite,” he replied 
cheerfully. Phat idiot snatched away the liver, But how ean 
teat itwhen the recipe for frying itis sull im my pocket!” 

He looked very pleased with himself. Pakistan 
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Why the 


gret Rides on the Carabao 


A bird often seen in the ricefields is the catile egret. It is a 
white bird with long legs and got its name from its habit of 
standing on the back of the cattle, especially carabaos. 

Perhaps you have sometimes wondered why the carabao 
does not drive off the egret with his large horns, Wise then 
who know about anit 
the carabao’s back to catch the flies which bite the carabao, 
The egret also eats frogs and insects that may be frightened 
out of the grass while the carabao is grazing. ‘The carabao is 
rid of the insects, and the egret get its food, therefore both of 
them like the arrangement. 

There is however, an old tale which explains in a much 
more interesting way why the egret rides on the back of the 
carabao. 

The tale is as follows: 


Is tell us that the cattle egret stands on 


Once, when the world was young, the carabao and the egret 
had a quarrel. ‘They spoke many angry words to each other, 
but their quarrel was not settled. At last the carabao said, "Let 
us settle our differences through a contest, Let us go down to 
the river and drink its water, each as much as he can, The 
winner will make the other his slave.” 

“How shall we tell who drinks more water?’ asked the 
egret. 

Replied the carabao, “The one who can make the water 
shallow will haye drunk more water.’ 

The egret thought about the matter for a moment. Then 
she said, “You have such a large stomach that it will be easy 
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for you to win the contest. But I am willing to compete with 
you in a water-drinking contest.” 

“Then let us go to the river,” said the carabao. 

“Don’t be in too much of a hurry,” replied the egret. “We 
do not have judges yet, let us wait until tomorrow. You ask 
the four-footed animals to come and judge our contest and I 
shall invite the birds.” 

After they had parted, the egret flew behind the bamboo 
groves and hid in a big uee beside the river. She sat watching 
the water fora long time. At last, she flew away and asked the 
birds of the surrounding fields to come and judge the contest 
the following day 

Next morning the birds and beasts came to the river. The 
carabao had invited the four-footed creatures of the field, 
while the egret had invited the birds. ‘The judges formed a 
long line at the bank of the river and said, “Let the drinking 
contest begin.” 

“You drink first, egret,” said the carabao. 

“No, you drink first," replied the egret. 

“If I drink the river dry, you will have no water left to 
drink,” said the carabao. ‘Then there will be no contest.” 

“Do not be too sure about that,” said the egret. She turned 
to the judges and asked, “Honorable judges, which of us 
should drink first? It was the carabao who suggested this 
contest.” 

“In that case let the carabao begin,” the judges ordered. 

So the carabao dipped his mouth into the waterand started 
drinking. He drank and drank until the birds and the beasts 
thought that he would never stop. 

Strangely enough, however, the more the carabao drank, 
the deeper the water became. No one but the egret knew that 
at this time, the tide was rising. She had studied the river the 
day before. The water from the sea coming in through the 
mouth of the river made the water in the stream deeper. So the 
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longer the carabao drank, the higher went the tide. 

Finally the carabao was swimining where he had stood at 
the water in the beginning of the contest, and the judges 
started laughing at him. Then the carabao came out of the 
water and said, “Let the egret drink if she can.” 

“I shall be ready to drink‘as soon as I have arranged my 
feathers,” said the egret. She spenta long time arranging her 
feathers, but she was really waiting for the tide to turn. 

When the egret saw the water start flowing back into the 
sea, she walked to the edge of the water and said, ‘‘Now I'll ry 
to drink as much water as I car 

She dipped her bill in the water and pretended to drink. 
Soon the judges could see that the water was becoming 
shallower. Not knowing the secret of the tides, they looked on 
in amazement. The carabao was alarmed when he saw that 
the water was getting lowerevery moment. When the ude was 
entirely out, the river became very shallow. The egret lifted 
her bill and said, ‘Now, honorable judges, pronounce your 
judgment.” 

“The egret wins,” said the beasts. 

“The carabao loses,"’ said the birds 

“Let the carabao become the slave of the egret,” said the 
beasts and the birds together. 

And that is why you often sce the egret standing on the back 
of her slave, the carabao. As she rides on the carabao, her head 
is thrown back and her eyes are half-closed. It is said, she 
thinks of the great drinking contest that she won long ago. 

Philippines 
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Three Tales about Kiyai Sentar 


Everyone knew Kiyai Sentar to be a religious scholar with 
amazing magical powers. People said that many robbers and 
thieves had been brought under control by hismystic powers. 
One day, a thief saw him returning home from a long 
journey. His cart was filled with sacks, boxes and all kinds of 
fruits. “He must be rich now,” thought the thief, “And later 
on, tonight, he is sure to sleep soundly after tring himselfout 
like that.” 

That night the thief approached Kivai Sentar's house. He 
peeked in from behind the wall to make sure that the people 
inside the house were asleep. Once he knew that Kiyai Sentar 
and his wife were sound asleep, he entered the house, He got 
in easily through the window. 

Having got inside the house, the thief headed straight for 
the room in which he could see all the boxes. “Kiyai has just 
come home after a wading tip,” said the thiel, “ Phese boxes 
are sure to be full of money or jewelry,” he thought. 

So he took the largest box and headed off. “I'm a wealthy 
man now," thought the thiet. “This box is so terribly heavy 
that there is sure to be a lot inside. 

Back in his home, he opened the box carefully. In the 
darkness he slipped his hand into the box. What a shock he 
got! He started screaming, “Oh, oh, help me, help me, 
someone!” He was now sure that Kiyai Sentar really had 
great magical powers 


Hearing his screams, all the neighbours came running. 
Some canied torches, staffs and swords. Kiyai Sentar also 
cane, Realising that it was the thief who was screaming, 
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Kiya Sentar said, “his man has stolen that box lrom my 
house. Look, my name is thereon the box. Poor fellow, he did 
hot Know it has long been used asa bee hive.” 


* * * 


One time, Kiyai Senin grew a fine moustache. A young man 


udimiring iv wanted to know how Kiyai Senea had managed 


1@ grow a moustache ats thick and fine as that. 

ki 
fo grow a moustache, son, But | have a. special medicinal 
recipe from Mecea. Just belore going to sleep, ake a spoonful 
of honey and two cooked dates, Rub them on the skin 
between your upper lip and your nose. In just a short while 
you will have a fine, thick moustache.” 

Phe youth did what Kiyai Sentar had told hit i, Then he 
fell into a deep sleep, lulled by wonderful dreams. Ju: tbefore 
dawn, he woke up. He felt that his moustache had really 
grown thick. When he looked in the mirror, he was stunned 
to find no moustache, but a swarm of ants peckingon his lip! 


ai Sentar answered, “Really, you are notold enough yet 


One day Kiyai Sentar was presented with a donkey by a 


fiend. “This is nota bad donkey, Kiyai Sear. You can use 
him when you go ona wip,” said his friend. Kiyai thanked 


his friend, and praised the glory of God. 

The donkey was looked after with grestt care and affection. 
Nonetheless, Kiyai Sentar was sad to rcalise that the donkey 
was actually lazy and slow. He did not sce any point in 


looking after a lazy donkey. 

One day he set off with his donkey, An acquaintance saw 
im and asked, “Hey, Kiyai Sentar, where are you off to? You 
Jon't usually go out with the donkey like this in the hot 


nidday sur 
“Tam going to Friday prayers in the mosque over there,” 
imswered Kiyai Sentar. 
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‘But today is sill Thursday,” said his friend, surprised, 


Yes, that’s right. But this donkey is so slow, you wouldn't 
believe it. If 1 set off now, Iam sure I will just make it to the 
mosque by midday tomorrow. This way, I won't be late,” 
Kiyai Sentar replied 


Indonesia 


Zagatoungzar 


Zagatoungzar is the topper among several legendary 
characters in Burma, skilled in speaking and a wizard with 
words. As a youth he was entrusted to the care of a ministerial 
officer at the Hluttaw, the building occupied by the king’s 
Supreme Court and the Hall of the Council of Ministers. He 
lived with the family, learned courtly manners and customs 
from the sayaydawgyi (Royal Clerk), and also acted as an 
errand boy. 

One day the sayaydawgyi's wife sent Zagatoungzar to the 
Hlutiaw to ask the sayaydawgyi to come home for a bite of 
biscuits which she had just baked. 

The mischievous man, beginning from the top of the stairs 
until he was inside the chamber, kept shouting, “O, 
sayaydaw.gyi, the mistress wants you to come home quickly 
for a bite of her freshly baked biscuits.” All those assembled 
there burst out laughing. The sayaydawgyi took his ward toa 
corner where they could not be heard by others, He knocked 
on Zagatoungzar’s head and said, “You have embarassed me 
before all the officers. Look, next time you have a message [or 
me, don't shout at the top of your voice. Remember, you must 
just gesture to me, or just wink at me. 

Another day, there was a fire in the neighbourhood. While 
hastily removing houschold things, the mistress of the house 
told Zagatoungzar to move away only light things. By light 
things she meant valuable things, of course. But our friend, 
the master of mischief, the practical joker, went under the 
house and lifted the bag of chaff. The mistress finally sent 
him to the Hluttaw to fetch the sayaydawgyi. 
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The sayaydaweyi was ata mecti 


2. Zagatoungzar the 
top of the stairs and winked away the rest of the day. At long 
last, the meeting was over. The sayaydaweyi came to 

toungzar and asked him what he had been winking for 
When the full story came out, the sayaydaweyr could not 


believe his ears. He could only shout, "What... What |" 
“But Sire, you told me not to shout the message out, but 
only to wink ..." The sayaydawgyi didn’t waste any more 


ume. He rushed towards his house. Luckily it had been only a 
small fire and had been put out long since 

Naturally both the master and the mistress of the house 
ordered Zagatoungzar out Bist 


Missed Again 


The boys, under Sergeant Mac, were all shooting well at the 
local military rifle range. That is, all except Bluc. Repeatedly 
he went wide of the target. The “sarge” swore, yelled dire 
threats, but to no avail. Finally he exploded 

“Lord, man,” he roared, “you're the worst shot in the 
whole Army. You couldn't hica barn wall from ten feet.”” At 
the end of his patience, he added, “Why don't you go behind 
that shed and shoot your silly self!” 

The private saluted smartly, shouldered arms, and 
marched off to the back of the shed, ‘The sergeant was too 
dumbfounded to speak 

BANG! A shot shaucred the expectant hush. 


od!” groaned Sergeant Mac, “he’s gone and done it! 
He's gone and shot himsell!” 

Next moment Blue marched stnartly around the other side 
of the shed and back to the sergeant. He saluted and said with 
never a grin, “Missed again, sarge! Australia 


‘The Chair 


Once the mountain kingdom of Nepal was ruled by a liberal 
and kind-hearted king. He liked discussing problems of the 
suute with important people of his kingdom. This practice 
made him popular and successful 

In one such meeting, he noticed that no one except himself 
had a comfortable seat, Being kind-hearied, he was 
concerned. He decided to get suitible seats made for all 
uarticipants inthe meeting, 

He ordered the carpenters in the country to present suitable 
nodels. He announced a handsome cash award for the 
inner 

Ail the Gupemiers in the country. got busy designing 


various types of seats—stools, ben hes. couches. But the king 


did not like any of them 
At last, a cobbler decided to win the prize, Sitting in his 


workshop, he was thinking hard to get some bright idea. 
Suddenly it came to him. He realized that he was very 
comfortable sitting in that position. So comfortable that he 
did not even know how jong he had been siting there 
thinking. Why not design a seaton which aman could sit in 
that position? 

When he finished the model, he sat on it to test it, By 
adding a back and two anns to it, he had indeed made it 
comfortable. His face glowed with pride and satistaction, He 
was sure that no one else could think of that design. 

A cobbler outdoing carpenters in their own trade would 
catainly make sensatioual news. 

He showed the model to his neighbours. They liked it, He 
could not wait to carry the scat to the palace and present it to 
the king. 
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The king, who had by now almost given up hope, was glad 
that someone had succeeded in designing the kind of seat he 
had in mind, He liked it and rewarded the cobbler suitably, 
and ordered him to make enough seats for the royal 
conferences. 

When the new seats arrived, the king called a conference 
When all the honorable men present had taken their seats, he 
asked them to suggest a suitable name for the seat. 

Suggestions started flowing. No two persons agreed, Each 
one was trying to win the king's favour, trying to prove that 
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his own was the best suggestion. Excitement was growing 
Tempers were rising high. The honourable men, forgetting 
the presence of His Majesty, stated heated arguments, 
calling each other names. Eventually, they started bunting 
the seats at one another. All the seats got smashed except one 
All scrambled for that one seat that was left. Each one of them 
asserted his right to sit on it 

At last the king, who was silently watching the diana, 
asked them all to eave the hall 

The king was worried. He blamed himself for having 
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ordered the seats to be made. All had been going peacefully 
without them. He sent for his minister and asked his advice. 
‘The minister said, “Your majesty, please cal] the gendemen 
nd do not give them any seats. They will be 


gain tomorrow 
all right.” 

‘The next day, all the honourable men were again 
summoned by the king. ‘There were no seats at all, not even 
one. They all sat down on the carpet. The king reminded 
them of what had happened the previous day. Then he asked 
them again for a suitable name for the seats that they had 
smashed. 

The men lowered their heads and said humbly, “We shall 
accept whatever name Your Majesty suggests. ” - 

The king smiled and said, “Thank you. The name is not 
ant is an assurance from you that 


important; what is impor 
the seats will not be smashed again.” 

The honourable men felt’ quite ashamed of their 
behaviour, [hey nodded, “Yes, Your Majesty 
The meeting was adjourned. New seats were ordered. 

But the fight for the chair had already begun! Nepal 


The ‘Bhutua’ Horse 


Once there was a rich business! 
expanding every day and he had to travel to distant pices, He 
felt the need for a good, song horse. 

He went to several marketplaces where horses were sold. 
But he did not like any horse that he saw. People advised, “If 
you want a really good horse, you should go in fora bhatua. 
It can cover in one day the distance for which an ordinary 
horse would take seven days.” 

The businessman set his heart on geuing a “bhutaa’ horse. 
He went to the biggest horse marker. As he was looking 
around, a trickster sighted him and knew immediately that 
he would be an easy and good Guch. The man, who was 
selling pumpkins, waited for the rich man to pass by. As he 
approached his stall, he asked him. “Sir, what are you 
looking for? T have been watching you going round and 
round, Maybe T cin be of help." 

Touched by the man’s politeness, the businessman said, “1 
have been looking for a *bhutua’ horse. Lriend. Can you tell 
me where I could get one? 

“You have come to the right place, sit. A ‘bhutaa’ horse 
will cost you the earth if you get one atall, which is highly 
unlikely, T have ‘bhutua’ eggs. Buy one. It will hatch soon 
and you will get a beautiful, strong colt.” 

“How much do you want foran egg?” asked the rich man, 

“Only one thousand taka for you, sir.” 

The rich man readily bought a huge yellow pumpkin and 
paid a thousand taka 

As he counted the silver coins, the young trickster 
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in. His business was: 


cautioned him, * Please cary the egg on your shoulder. If you 
ever put it down, the colt will escape and run away. Good 
luck with your horse, sir. 

The businessman carried the pumpkin on his shoulder 
and started walking k towards hus village. 

The sun had set and it was getting dark. The rich man, 
however, kept walking until he could not walk any further. 

He set the pumpkin down under a banyan tree and leaned 
against the trunk of the tee, wiped the sweat off his face and 
body and closed his eyes to rest. Just then a fox came running 
by. Tt saw the pumpkin and, perhaps out of curiosity, hit it 
hard. The pumpkin broke open. Frightened, the fox ran. 

All the hustle and the sound of the dry leaves as the fox ran 
made the man open his eyes. He was amazed to see the animal 
running. He ran after it, presuming thatitwas thecolt which 
had come out of the broken egg. He ran after it, saying, “IF it 
ean ran that fast soon after birth, Lean’t imagine how it will 


gallop when it grows up.” 

The fox had never been chased by aman like this. Ithidina 
haystack. The man started beating the haystack with a stick, 

Now it so happened that a tiger was in that haystack, too. 
The stick hit the tiger. Itcame outand ran. Phe man was even 
more surprised. He thought, “How could the colt grow that 
much within minutes?” He was immensely pleased with his 
buy. He was sure the horse would be his most prized 
H to do was to run after the 


possession, Now all that he | 
animal and catch it. 

Aclast the tiger slowed down, as it was very tired. 
caught up with itand mounted its back. He patted the tiger 
on the back and said, “No more hanky-panky, son. Take me 


The man 


home fast like a good bo 
Carrying the man on its back, the tiger ran 
The night was over. It was dawn. The eastern sky was a 
brilliant red as the sun rose like a gold disc. What the man 
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saw now in the daylight almost killed him with shock, I 
was actually riding a tiger! 


But the tiger continued to run. The man, now desperate to 
save his life somehow, jumped and held on toa low branch of 
woee, The animal, unaware of this, continued to run. 

After a while, the man fell off the nee and hurt his legs. 
Some passers-by helped him to wach home, 

Now if someone even mentioned the word ‘bhutua’, the 
businessman would {ly into a rag, 


That was one word he 
wanted to forget for the rest of his life! Bangladesh 
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Chinese Sparrows 


Shee there was a merchant who happened to acquire six 


sparrows from China 

“They'll make a fine gilt for my jord,” thought the 
merchant, But knowing the lord to be very superstitious and 
always concerned about omens, he suspected that His 
Lordship might not like the number ‘six’ In order to make 
the number a lucky ‘seven’, he added one Japanese sparrow, 
and presented them in st beautiful cage, 

‘The lord was greatly pleased to have such a rare gift. He 
admired the birds and looked very carefully at each one of 
them. 


96 


“That's strangt 
these is Japanese! 


* said the lord after a while, “I see one of 


. The merchant didn’t know what to say. He hung his head 
in frightened silence. 

_ Then, all of a sudden, the Japanese sparrow opened its 
litle beak and spoke out, “You see, my lord, I'm the 


interpreter!" 
i Japan 


Urswers on pr 100) 


RIDDLES 


ne who has been inside doesn't know it, 


The man who has never been inside does know it 


What is it that wipes its face with two hands all day? 
Rep. of Korea 10 


Japan 


Tt hat thice noses, but walks on ten tect: 


Te has four tongues, where the noses meet. 


Tsee him, but he does not see me 


i 
What four letiers would frighten a thiel? 
Hapa New Guinea 
Phe white man with a black hat 
sr) Lanka 
There is a woman who wears a crown 
And has cyes all over. hilhppiies 
Flying high in the sky 
Ina disciplined life: 
In early spring, mignating to the north, 
In late autumn, staying in the south 
Chin ie 
A rock was split and a rock was seen; 
That rock was split and silver was seen 
In the well of silver, water was see 18 
Who am I? a 


L wear a white petticoat and I have a red nose, 
The longer I stand, the shorter I grow. 
Who sun [2 


Papua New Guinea 
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Sri Lanka 


foo many to count, 

But when totalled up, 

they form one whole. 

It can jump like a monkey, 
But cannot climb up a door 
It gives lile and preserves it, 
But we both hate and love it 
Although it hails from the sky, 
Lhe sky is not its birthplace 
Gracetully and merily it falls, 


Suange! 


some people fear it 
Tf we don’t take shelter quickly 


We'll be shivering with cold 


Muskay sia 


Tt is there when touched, 
bat not when glanced sideways. 


When still a bud 
When ripe 


asa heart 


it is like a comb, 
Philippines 


A bird am Tanda male, 
On ny head T wear a crown 
tlore adorn my tail 


And coins ¢ 
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The ‘Longevity’ Peaches 


On one occasion, the Emperor of China presented the King of 
Annam some uncommonly large peaches called ‘longevity’ 
peaches, 

The gift was brought in during a royal audience. The 
courtiers vied with each other in their admiration of the 
marvelous fruits. Trang Quynh was there, as he was an 
official, too. He went up to the peaches, picked up one, 
carried it to his mouth and bit into it with relish. 

“Amrest that wretch, and cut off his head!” ordered the 
monarch, pale with anger 

The officers of the court seized Trang Quynh, who began 
to shed buckets of tears 

“You have had the audacity to taste these delicacies 
destined for your sovereign, a crime for which you must pay 
with your life, Are you afraid of dying, cowardly scoundrel?” 
cried the king. 

“No, Sire," replied Trang Quynh, sobbing even more 
bitterly. “If I'm crying, it’s because I fear for your august 
person, for you are going to die soon.” 

“What nonsense you are talking, you mad fool? Who told 
ou I'm soon to stop living?” : 

“Well, Sire, seeing these peaches called longevity peaches, I 
wanted to eat one, because I wanted to live as long as possible, 
But I hadn't even eaten a quarter, when already death, 
without a word of warning, came and grasped me by the 
neck. This leads me to conclude that if Your Majesty commits 


Answers: 1A clock 2A mirror #O LG U (Oh, Eser yout) 4 A matchstick 
5A pineapple 6 A wild goose 7 A coconut 8 A candle 9A coffin 

WW A man ploughing with « plough drawn by two bufjaloes, The Jourth tongue is 
that of the plough. 11 Rain [2 Ears 17 A banana Uf peacock 


the fatal mistake of cating all the remaining peaches, you can 
imagine what will happen.” ‘ 

_“Release that cheeky rascal!” ordered the king, amused by 
Tang Quynh’s wit. ; 
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The Tiger and the Dried Persimmons 


There was once a small and sleepy village, surrounded by 


mountains on all sides. 

A tiger lived on the mountain behind the village. 
Whenever he climbed to the top of the mountain and roared, 
the people in the village wembled with fright. 

Ona winter night, when all the world seemed to be covered 
with snow, the tiger climbed down, He had not eaten for 
several days and was yery, very hungry. 

As-he was desperately looking for food, he came near the 
window of a house, A lamp was flickering inside. 

Suddenly a baby began aying loudly—"“ang, ang, ang.” 
He cried continuously. 

Just as the tiger, looking around carefully, was about to 
enter the house, he heard the voice of a woman, “Keep quiet 
There is a fox coming! What a wide mouth it has. It looks so 
frightening.” But the baby did not stop crying. The mother 
stid again, “Ah, now it isa bear! Keep quiet. The bear is just 
outside the window.” 

But the baby, paying no heed to the mother’s threats, 
continued crying. 

Crouching down below the window of the house, the tiger 
thought, “That's a strange baby. I wonder what he looks like 
He does not fear a fox or even a bear.” 

Feeling very hungry again, the tiger stood up. The baby 
was still crying. 

“Oh, look...look...” came the mother's voice, 
comes a tiger! He’s there, just under the window .... 

But the baby continued erying 
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here 


The tiger was so shocked and frightened that he collapsed 
on the ground and almost fainted 

‘How on earth does she know that Lam here?” The ager 
muttered to himself 

Taking a breath alter a while, the tiger peeped into the 
room again. 

The baby was still crying. He did not show 
being afraid of a tiger, cithe 

The tiger had never seen a living being which did not fear 
him. He had always thought that all the creatures of the 
world could not but tremble at the very mention of his name, 
But this strange baby did not care, Nothing scemed to put fear 
imto him, even a tiger! 


any sign of 


Now, the tiger began to feel worried. At that very moment, 
the mother’s voice was heard again, “Now, keep quiet. Here 
you are... dried persimmons!" The baby stopped crying at 
once. There was complete silence. Not even the sound of 
breathing was heard, The tiger wondered, “Who the deuce is 
Persimmons? He must be more powerful and ferocious than 
me.” The tiger was both worried and scared. 

Just then something heavy fell on his back with a thud. 
‘The tiger ran for his life, sure that what had jumped on his. 
back was none other than the dreaded persimmon 

Actually, what had jumped on his back was a thief who 
had entered the house to steal the cate, He had jumped from 
the roof, mistaking the tiger for a cow in the dark 


The thief was taken aback too. He was scared to death 
when he realized that the animal he was riding was nota cow, 
buta 

‘The tiger ran desperately to throw the ‘persimmon’ off his 
back, But the thief held on tightly to the tiger’s back, as he 
knew that the moment he fell, the tiger would tear him to 
pieces. 

Seared for their lives, both kept running until dawn brok 
Luckily, the thief found a drooping branch of a tree within 
his reach. He seized it, climbed up, and hid himself among 
the branches, He had at last escaped from the tiger’s back, to 
his great relief. 

‘The tiger was relieved, too. ‘Thank God," said he, “for 
saving my life, The persimmon is re: 

He ran back to his safe abode in the mountains. 

Republic of Korea 


Hy a terrible creature.” 


The Length of His Nerve 


Malin Sabar had a nagging toothache. He had vied all kinds 
of medicines sold by people in the markets, but they did not 
help at all. Within a day or two, the pain would come back 
again, Many times had he vied the potions of the village 
healer, but none proved effective. He began to grumble, 
“These days itis not just hard to make a living, but even the 
potions don’t seem to work like they used to.” 

“Go along to the dentist. You'll be all right ina moment. 


said a retired teacher to him 

“T don't know, sir. ['m not really game to go to the dentist 
He might yank it out, or stick needles into me or chop 
around. If he cuts the wrong way. then I'm going to suller 
even more. He might even cripple me,” answered Malin 
Sabar, 

One day, the toothache really flared up. 

“LT must see the dentist, even if T die,” said Malin Sabar 
holding his aching cheek in his hand as he set olf for the 


hospit 


ngs, sir. Please do something about my tooth,” he 
said to the dentist when he got there, 

“OF course. sir, but you will have to wait here fora while,” 
swered the dentist. 

Malin Sabar sat down on the bench, groaning quietly. 
Hearing the screams of the patient that the dentist was 
veating in the next room, Malin Sabar got scared and 
shuddered. He was thinking seriously about leaving the 
hospital when suddenly the door opened and the dentist 
called him in. 
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Malin Sabar’s heart beat furiously and his body trembled 
with fear. He really regretted having come to the dentist. 

“Take a seat there,” said the dentist, pointing toa chairand 
getung his implements ready. 

Seeing the dentist's tools glinting in the light, Malin Sabar 
trembled even more with fear, 

Soon the dentist approached him with one of his 
implements in his hand. “Okay, open your mouth wide, 
please,” he said. 

“Don't pull it out, please, doctor, Have pity on me,” said 
Malin Sabar in a quivering voice. 

“Well, then, whatam [supposed to do?” asked the dentist, 
somewhat angry 

“Just give me something for it, please, doctor!” 

“Listen. Open up. Quickly!” ordered the dentist 

Malin Sabar pretended not to hear, tightening his chin 
even more 

But the dentist, it seemed, was not prepared to wait any 


longer With a snap, he seized Malin Sabar’s jaw and pried it 


open 

Malin Sabar sali did not wantto open his mouth as wide as 
he could, so the dentist gave some instructions to his nurse in 
Dutch 

The nurse took a pin and pricked Malin Sabar on the 
backside from behind. 

“Ahbhhh!” Malin Sabir called out in fright, opening his 
mouth wide. Phe dentist adroitly put in his instrument and 
exuacted the aching tooth with one tug. 

After giving him all the necessary treatment, the dentist 
sid with a laugh, ‘There. Now you Gan go home.” 

“Where have you been Malin Sabar?” someone asked him 
on his way home. 

“The hospital, to have a tooth out!” 

“Did it hurt?” 
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“Why on earth wouldn't it hurt? I nearly died. The nerve 
was so long, it went right down to here,” he said, rubbing his 
backside. Indonesia 
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Crossing the Irrawaddy! 


Bodawpaya was one of the last kings of Burma. He wasa very 
strong ruler and had a very stong army. He fought and won 
many wars. Thus Burma became the greatest and the 
suongest country during his reign. It was all because of his 
great leadership. But he was not just a fierce man; he was 
a wise and good man. He built great pagodas and looked alter 
the monks of the counuy-. 

He also did not forget to look after his boyhood friends. 
One of them was U Paw U. The two of them had studied 
under the same monk as young boys. They had grown up 
together and their great friendship stood the test of the years. 

One fine day, King Bodawpaya, with his many followers, 
went on a picnic to the banks of the Iawaddy, which is 
Burma's largest river. The Burmese people call it ‘Mother 
Invawaddy.’ It was very broad at the point where King 
Bodawpaya and his party were picnicking. 

The day went on, The king was now bored. He was 
looking across the water to the far away bank. Perhaps he 
wanted to tease U Paw U, now a minister and also the court 
jester. As King Bodawpaya was brave and wise, Minister U 
Paw U was witty. 

“Come Paw U, do you think youcan cross the Irrawaddy?" 
asked the king. 

Promptly came the answer, “Certainly, sire.” 

“Come, come, Paw U. [know you're al ways ready to please 
me. And I'm really amused with your jokes. But this is no 
joking matter. Forget it, Paw U." 

“But Sire, I really can cross the river, [ mean it, Your 


also 
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Majesty 
At Minister U Paw U's words, King Bodawpaya broke into, 
asmile, Minister Paw U went on repeating this boastfully. 
“Allright, Paw U. You say you can cross the river, Do so. 
right now.” 

Atthat command , the minister picked up the edges of his 
paso, or longyé (sarong). He rolled up the folds of the cloth 
and flung back the roll between his thighs, He tucked the end 
into the waistband at his back. He was now all ready for the 
supreme feat. AL the while the king looked on with an 
amused smile. 


Minister Paw U then ran to and fro on the sand. He kept 
looking this way, and that way, After a while, the king asked 
him what was he up to 

The minister's reply was, “Great Site, Pim looking tora 
boat.” 


“Ho, Paw U! Of course any ordinary man could cross the 


river in a boat." 
Paw U knelt down on the sand, bent an 
his forehead, Then he looked up squarely into the 


all, Lam one of those ordinary men, Your 
Burin 


and touched it with 
ng'seyes 


and spoke, “After 
Majesty.” 
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The Man Who Saved the Moon 


A kind-hearted man, looking down into a well, saw the 
reflection of the moon in the water. 

“Oh! My God! The moon has fallen into the well,”” he 
muttered mournfully and hurried to fetch a hook tied to the 
end ofa long rope. Quickly, he let the hook fall deep into the 
well, holding fast to the rope. The hook hit the water and, 
reaching the bottom of the well, caught fast to a stone. 
Thinking that he had got the moon, the man pulled up the 
rope with such force that it broke and he fell sharply down 
flat on his back, nearly unconscious. ‘The first thing he saw 
when he recovered was the moon, which now shone serenely 
high up in the sky. The man groaned in pain but said 
contentedly, “1 broke my back, but, thank God, the moon is 
saved." Tran 


‘Tales of Ned 


Ned Craven, a hard-doer who was once well known all over 
north-western New South Wales, was employed one shearing 
season at Rangeri Station, Gunnedah. ‘The owner, in those 
blade-shearing days, was a pompous type who ordered his 
manager to ring a bell every morning to start the shearer off. 
Ned Craven got into the shed early one morning and 
thoroughly covered the bell rope with golden syrup. When 
the manager grabbed the rope he took one look at his hands 
and stormed up the board to where Ned was working. 
“You had a hand in this, Craven!” he roared 


“Well, boss,” said Ned, “it looks as if you had two hands in 
it” 

On the same station Ned was given the job of hanging a 
new wire gate. When the boss came in at night there was no 
sign of the gate, so he storined down to the hut to find Ned. 

“Where is the gate I told you to hang?” he asked irately. 

“Well,” Ned replied. “I couldn't hang the thing, so I took it 
down to the dam and drowned it.” 

Another tale about Ned is to the effect that the manager of 
Bective Station once asked him to go down to the paddock by 
the creek to dig out rabbits. 

Later the manager came along and found Ned sitting 
under a tree enjoying his pipe. 

“We don’t pay you to loaf, Craven,” said the boss. “What're 
you doing about the rabbits?” 

“T's a waste of time digging those creatures out 
irrepressible Ned. ‘“They can get out by themselves. 


Austad 


said the 
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The Miraculous Plant 


A amp arrived at a village, completely wom out. He had 
eaten nothing for two days. Hunger gave him a bright idea 

He went whispering into people's ears, “I know a 
miraculous plant which can revive even a man at the edge of 
his grave. I’m willing to share my secret. 


A tich man hastened to inyite him to his home and treated 
him to a sumptuous meal 

When all was over, the host tactfully recalled the promise 
about the wonder plant 


“Come along with me,” said the guest. “It’s in the 
neighbourhood.” 

‘They went out together, with all the secrecy required. 

When he found himself at a good distance from the village, 
the rogue stopped and pointed his finger at a ricefield. 
“Here grows the miraculous plant,” he said. 
“What? Rice? You're not joking?” 

“Certainly not. Without the rice I just ate at your home, I'd 
be dead at this hour.” 

And the rascal took to his heels. View Nam 
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The Seven Wise Jolas 


Long, long ago, in a certain village there lived seven wise 
jolas (weavers). They were supposed to be the wisest men in 
their community, People would come to them for adyice 
when they were in trouble. Thus, they became famous for 
their wisdom not only in their village, but in other villages 
too. 

‘Their chief was naturally the wisest among them. His 
father had also been the chicf of jolas. He had sent his son at 
an early age to the town to acquire a good education so that 
he could succeed him as a competent chief. 

One day the young jola, on his way to town, arrived ata 
marketplace where he saw heaps of small, round things being 
sold in large quantities. He wondered what they were. He 
asked a man, “Brother, what is this stuff which everyone 
seems to be buying?” The man knew at once that he was 
talking to an ignorant villager, and he said, “Uhese are 
potatoe: 

The young jola was thrilled to have learned something 


new. 

As he proceeded farther and approached the town, he saw 
many strange things of various shapes, sizes and colours, He 
saw people going in and coming out of them. The jola asked 
a passer-by, “Brother, what are the: The man answered, 
“These are buildings, silly. People live in them,” and he 
moved on. 

Now the jola was really impressed. These houses were not 
made of wood, bamboo or jute-stem as he had seen in his own 
village. He happy at the knowledge he had acquired, but 
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he was worried that his new knowledge might escape 
through his nose or cars. So he plugged them tightly with 
cotton wool, 

When the jola returned home, he received a warm 
welcome. When his father died, he took over as the chief of his 
clan. No one else was more competent to take over the 
responsibility than the town-educated jola. 

One day an elephant passed through the villa: The 
villagets had never seen such a stange animal. The chief was 
called. He watched the animal carefully for a while. He was 
trying to recall the strange things he had seen in the town, He 
could not remember which was which. He was confused. The 
people were getting impatient to be enlightened about the 
monster-like creature. The chief said very knowingly, “This 
is cither a potato or a building.” People were impressed 

This way the chief kept solving his peoples’ problems, but 
he soon realised that he had to do something to cke outa 
living and leave his home to work as others did. He did not 
want to cultivate his land, as he thought that would be 
beneath the dignity of his position as the chiel jola . So he 
decided to start a trade. He chose six clever men as his 
business partners. One of them was considered somewhat 
foolish, but he had to take him on as he could not find anyone 


else. 

The seven partners became close friends and were always 
seen together. They were all fond of dance and music and 
tried not to miss any performance, whatever the distance. 

, they attended a jatragan (a festival of dance and 
music) which was being held in another village about fifty 
miles aw 

They greatly enjoyed themselves, and when they began the 
journey back home, it was very carly in the morning. Twas a 
beautiful moonlit winter nig 

As they walked, laughing and chatting, they came to it vast 


119 


field, Once there was a river at the place. Now it was a dry 
field, but wet with shimmering dew. One of the jolas said in 
surprise, “My God, how could a river have come here? Have 
we lost our way ? 

After much discussion, they came to the conclusion that 
there was no way except to cross the river and then find out 
the right way to their village. They rolled up their clothes 
above the knees and jumped together on the dew-covered 
field. The foolish one said, “Chief, the water is hard like 
soil.” When the others said that they also felt the same, they 
were snubbed by the chief, “You fools,” said he, “can't you 
see that the water has frozen, Naturally the surface would be 
hard. Now don't waste time. Swim across fast 


* * * 


They started by boat for the marketplace. While the chief was 
situng at the rear of the boat, controlling the rudder, others 
were busy preparing food. One of them was grinding spices. 
Suddenly, the muller slipped out of his hands and fell into 
the water. Another jola smartly took a knife and cut a mark 
on the side of the boat. When the boat reached the 
marketplace, he got down into the water and headed straight 
from the point where he had cut the mark, to look for the 
muller, The others followed. When the muller could not be 
found, the chief said angrily, “Tam sure you did not make the 
mark at the right place; otherwise there is no reason why the 
muller could not be found.” 

Many waders had reached the marketplace in their boats 
and brisk sale and purchase of paddy was going on, One 
trader came to the jolas’ bout to buy paddy. He offered to buy 
twenty seers lor a rupee. He said he had paid the same rate to 
another trader 

“Is it okay?” he asked. But the chief was outraged. “Tjust 
saw you buy hall a maund fora rupee from the other fellow 
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Do you take me to be a fool toaccepta lower rate? I will accept 
the same rate as you gave him. Take it or leave it.” 

‘The other jolas supported their chief and started to quarrel 
with the trader. Only the foolish jola said nothing. 

‘The trader was at his wit’s end. He did not understand 
what had annoyed the jolas so much. He said, “Look, what is 
it that you want? Please be calm and quote your price.” 

But the chief went on, “Do you think my paddy is of 
inferior quality that you should offer me a lower price? If you 
want my paddy, you will have to pay one rupee for half a 
maund. Is that clear: 

Now the trader realised that he had been talking toa bunch 
of simpletons. He laughed and said, “All right, Iwill pay you 
what you want." They closed the deal and as the trader went 
to call his men to lift the paddy off the boat, the chief turned 
proudly to his partners and said, “Did you see how clever he 
was trying to be? He thought I would not be able to see 
through his game. See how I cornered him?” 

While his fellow jolas praised him for his wisdom, the 
foolish jola alone remained quiet, He knew he would be 
snubbed if he opened his mouth, but he mustered courage to 
ask, “Chief, Lam very foolish ... Ido not know ... but, what 
is the difference between twenty seers and half a maund?” 

“A lot of difference. You would not understand,” the chief 
retorted, silencing him. 

Some days later the jolas again set out in their boat for the 
wholesale market. Before setting off, they performed the 
usual ritual by sprinkling water at the galoi (the flat front 
part of the boat). This was a ritual to ensure a safe journey. 
They untied the boat and began to steer it. None of them 
realised that they had forgotten to lift the anchor which lay at 
the bottom of the river and was tied to the end of a long rope. 
They kept rowing the stationary boat. It moved to and fro 
within a small area, and the jolas were rowing away merrily 
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shouting, ‘“Haiyya-re, Haiyya-haiyya.” 

They were tired after rowing all night. [t wasalmost dawn. 
They sat together to smoke but, to their great 
disappointment, they discovered that the fire in the little 
malsha (a clay pot) had died out. The chief pulled the boat to 
the shore and got down to go and fetch some fire from the 
nearest house. 

Everything seemed so familiar. “How strange,” he 
thought “this house is just like mine — the cluster of bamboo 
uees, the cow-shed, the front of the house, everything. Surely, 
the owner of this house has seen mine and copied it.” He felt 
flauered at the thought 

He was advancing slowly when he found himself standing 
in front of his own bedroom. He called, “Mother, we are 
strangers. Would you be good enough to give us a little fire 
for smoking?” 

The woman who opened the door and came out was none 
other than his own wife. But the chief went on, “Mother, we 
are strangers. Would you please give us a little fire?” 

“Good grief!” cried the wife, “Have you gone mad 
addressing your own wife as Mother?” 

‘The chief came to his senses with a shock. “Good God,” he 
said “this is indeed my wife.” He was bewildered. He just 
could not figure out how he had come back to the starting 
place after having rowed all night. He went back to the boat 
very puzzled, When asked what had happened, he said "An 
evil spirit seems to have been playing tricks with us. It 
changed the direction of our boat." 

The foolish jola decided to break his silence once again. 
Hesitatingly, he said, “Chief, ] think we were rowing the boat 
without lifting the anchor.’ 

The chief was furious. He rebuked him, “You will always 
remain a fool. It was.an evil spirit at work. You should thank 
God that it did not turn the boat upside down.” 
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Snubbed again, the poor foolish jola did not utter another 
word, He was not convinced. But who cared since he was 
known to be foolish 

The chief was praised for his wisdom, and the jolas 


continued to enjoy their reputation as the wise men of the 
Banglidesiy 


village. 


Tit for Tat! 


A landowner was brought by one of his farmers a roasted 
chicken and a bottle of fruit juice. The landowner called his 
servant boy and told him to take the farmer’s gift to his house. 
Knowing how cunning the boy was, he explained to him that 
under the cloth there was a live bird and also a boule of 
poison. He advised him not to uncover the gifton the way, for 
if he did so, the bird would fly away and even the smell of the 
poison in the bottle was enough to kill him. 

The boy, knowing his master only too well, found a 
comfortable corner, and not only ate the roasted chicken, but 
also drank away the delicious juice in the bottle to the last 
drop. 

When, at lunch time, the landowner went to his house, he 
asked his wife to bring him food. His wile asked him to wait 
as the meal was not yet cooked. The landowner, thinking of 
the farmer's gift, said to his wife that the chicken and the juice 
which he had sent through the servant would be good 
enough. He was very surprised and angry when his wile told 
him that she had not seen the boy since the morning. 

Without losing a minute, the landowner ran back to his 
place of work, and there he found his servant fast asleep. He 
shouted and kicked the boy to wake him up. Then he angrily 
enquired about the farmer's gift. 

‘The boy said, “O Master, on the way to your house a strong 
wind blew away the cloth which covered the bird and it flew 
off. I was afraid you would punish me, so I drank the poison 
which was in the boule. And now, the boy continucd, “am 
lying down here waiting for death to come.” Tan 
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Juan ‘Tamad and the Flea-Killer 


One weakness leads to another. So it was with Juan Taimad's 
laziness. As his body was lazy, so was his mind. Truth being, 
often hard to tell, he took recourse to lies, which came easy to 
him. Telling lies became his second nature 


One day his mother sent him to town to buy a cooking pot 
It so happened that the townspeople were afflicted by fleas. 
Nobody knew where they came from. They crawled up one's 
legs and body and lodged themselves in the hair until one 
itched like mad. [1 was horrible. 

Juan bought a nice pot and set off for home, On his way 
back, a flea got inside his clothes and bit him, He yelled and 
threw out his arms and scratched himself as he pranced 
around, In all this confusion the pot fell on the ground and 
broke into a dozen picces. 

Juan squatted before the broken pot, imagining 
mother's wrath. He had to do some quick thinking. 

He collected all the picces of the broken pot and, with the 


help of qwo stones, ground them very fine. Then he wrapped 
up the powder in several pieces of a banana leaf, and went 
back to town, Up and down the road he went shouting, “Buty 
flea-killer! Buy flea-killer’ 
This seemed heaven-sent for the townslolk who Growded 
around him and bought all the packages. 
Juan took back home no cooking pot, but instead a bag of 


coins. His mother was pleased. But she still wanted her rice 
pot, so she sent him back town the next day. 

Great was the dismay of Juan Tamad when he arrived in 
town and was soon set upon by angry men and women 


126 


shaking their fists in his face and cursing him. 

“We shall tear you limb by limb,” they shouted, “for you 
sold us no flea-killer but common sand. You cheat! Now tcll 
usa likely story so you should not die likeadog, Butthe story 
has to be convincing or you will not be spared. 

“Oh, my good neighbours,” pleaded Juan, 
how you used the flea-killer.” 

“Why, we dusted it on the fleas, of course. How els 
the neighbours. 

“Ah,” said Juan. ‘Phat is what I feared. Have you any of 


the powder lef” 


first tell me 


2” said 


ONS Me e 
ats , 
ROSS 


No one had any powder left, “What a pity,” sighed Juan, 
“for I could have shown you how to kill the fleas. First, you 
catch a flea. Then open its eyes. It is really very simple,” said 
Juan 

“Ho-ho-lio-ho-ho-!" roared a neighbour, and “Ha-ha-ha- 
ha-ha,” laughed another 

“It is hard enough to see a flea and catch it, le.alone open 
its eyes,” said one man 

Juan wied desperately to go on with his story, but such was 
the din and noise of angry protests from the people that he 
found himself cornered 

“Juan, why not tell the truth fora change!” shouted an old 
woman. 
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And for the first time in his young life, Juan saw no escape. 
He told them the truth, 

‘As some men lunged forward to pounce on him, the old 
woman stopped them and said, “Let the fool go this time. But 
listen boy, try your ticks again on us and God save you!" 

“Come, we must tell his mother,” came a voice, and the 
crowd melted away, leaving Juan standing alone, still 
worried about his mother's wrath. Philippines 


Joking with the Goddess 


Gopal was in great pain. A big battle seemed to be raging in 
his stomach. Of course, there was nothing unusual about 
this. With his weakness for good food—sweets in 
panticular—he often did overeat and this was the inevitable 
result, As long as the pain lasted Gopal was full of remorse, 
and made wild promises to cat moderately, but all were 


forgotten the moment he was well. 

This time the pain was worse than anything he had ever 
experienced belore. “It must have been the fish," Gopal s iid 
aloud, “TL thought it did not look fresh.” 

“Who asked you to eat it?” said Gopal’s wife. “And eight 
large pieces too! Fresh or not, that’s enough to make anyone 
sick.” 

“Don't be silly,” said Gopal, “I’ve often taken more than 
that. If it wasn’t the fish it must have been the rasagollas.” 

Well, you gobbled up three dozen of those!” 

“Oh... Ahh...don’t stand there arguir groaned 
Gopal. “Get me some green coconut water. It’s good fora bad 


stomach,” 

But the coconut water lailed to help, ‘The pain remained 
acute. ‘Mother Kali have mercy,’ prayed Gopal aloud. 
‘Make me well this once and I shall offer you a buffalo as 
sacrifice!” 

‘ou really shouldn't make promises to the goddess unless 


you mean to keep them!" said Gopal’s wile. 

“Of course I'm going to keep my word!” said Gopal 
indignantly. “Just let me get beter, and I shall go to the Kali 
temple with the biggest buffalo I can lay my hands on.” 
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“Is your stomach ache better?" said Gopal's wife suddenly. 
“You don’t look nearly as pale as you did half an hour ago.” 

“You're right!” said Gopal sitting up. “The pain isn’t so 
bad now.” 

“So Mother Kali seems to have heard your prayers. Don't 
forget the buffalo now uid Gopal's wife. 

Soon Gopal was feeling even better. ‘Mother Kali,” he 
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looking out of the window, “things are getting more 
expensive day by day,” He continued after a pause, “Ithinka 
buffalo would cost too much in these hard times! Won't a 
goat be enough? A nice, fat goat! I'l get you one, the moment 
I'm well. I promise I will.” 

Moming rolled into noon. Gopal felt hardly any pain 
now. But he was weak and a little hungry! He called his wife, 
“Surely you're not going to starve me!" 

“How can you even talk of food,” she answered, “when 
you were writhing in pain a few minutes ago!” 

“Just give me a bow] of puffed rice," Gopal begged 

Goal's wife made for the kitchen. “Mother Kali!” said 
Gopal, “Is it fair that you feast on a juicy goat while lam ona 
diet of dry rice? They say one shouldn't be greedy. Well, then, 
an examph 
’ said Gopal’s wife placing a bowl of rice 


shouldn’t you se 

“Here you are 
before him 

“So little!” grumbled Gopal. “Do get me some more!” 
“Are you really well?” asked Gopal’s wile 

“Right as rain!” said Gopal. “Now that I think of it, the 
pain was very mild." 

“Was it?” said Gopal’s wile. ‘The way you were making 
promises to Mother Kali 

“Surely you dic st,” said Gopal. 
“You are a jester's wife! Don’t you know when I'm joking?" 

“Well,” said Gopal’s wife, tken aback, “I wish you 
wouldn't mention Mother Kali in your jokes! Aren't you 
going to offer her anything at all?” 

“Not a buffalo, that’s certain,” said Gopal. “Nor a goat. 
They are too expensive! I think I'll ask Mother Kali tocatcha 
sparrow herself and have it! A litule exercise is good —even for 


t think T was in earn 


a goddess!" 
“You really are shameless!" said Gopal's wife angrily, and 
left the room. 
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Gopal went off to sleep. But he was soon awakened by a 
sharp ache in his stomach. He sat up! covered in sweat. 
“Mother Kali!” he said in a complaining voice, “You have no 
sense of humour! Did you really think that I meant thatabout 
the goat and the sparrow? I was. merely joking! Just make me 
well and you'll have your buffalo!” India 
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Surpassing His Master 


A school-master had built for himself such a solid reputation 
for laziness that no pupil remained with him long. One day, 
however, a lad came for lessons. 

“Good,” said the school-master, rather annoyed with this 
unexpected job. “Since you are so keen on leaming from me, 
go get a table.” 

“What for, sir?” asked the young man. 

“Well, to put betel quids on, and present them to 
Confucius, according to ritual prescriptions,” answered the 
master. 

“Hm,” said the would-be pupil, scratching his head. 

“May I just get on all fours? My back will hold the offerings 
and that will spare us both time and effort.” 

On hearing these words, the school-master sprang to his 
feet and bowed low before the young prodigy 

“Well, my boy!” he said. “Why should you take lessons 
from me? You already surpass me in what I know best—how 
to avoid work and take the easy way out.” Viet Nam 
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That Can't Be True! 


Once there was a man who loved to listen to stories so much 
so that he stopped everyone who went by his house to beg for 
one. However, once told, he always remarked, “Ha, that can’t 
be true!” So people didn't like to tell him stories. 

One day he asked Mr. Kitchom, famous for his cleverness, 
to tell a story. 

“T wouldn't mind a bit to tell you one,” said Mr. Kitchom 
to the man; but before I tell, promise me not to say “That 
"t be true!” 

“Sure, that I promise,” said the man. 

“If you say it, I'll take a sack of rice from your granary. Is 
that understood?” Mr. Kitchorn was persisient 

“Alright, alright. Go ahead with the story,” said the man. 

So Mr. Kitchom began: 

“Once. a lord was travelling in a palanquin. As he 
approached a mountain pass, a kite appeared from 
somewhere in the sky. It flew in circles around the 
palanquin, crying, “Peep, peep, pr-r-rr-r-peep!" 

Curious to know what the matter was, the lord stuck his 
head out from the palanquin and looked up. 

Then the kite dropped something not nice on his clothes, 
The lord, however, took no offence, He calmly ordered his 
men to bring a new set of clothes, and when it was brought to 
him, he changed into it and continued his journey, 

But the kite kept flying around and around above the 
palanquin crying, “Peep, peep, pr 

The lord stuck out his head ag 

‘This time the kite smeared his sword. Still the lord was not 
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offended. “Bring me a new sword,” he ordered, and when it 
was brought to him, he wore it at his side and continued his 
journey. 

Belore long the kite came flying again and cried, “Peep, 
peep, Pr-r-r1-peep!” going in circles above the palanquin. 

The lord stuck out his head once again. And this time what 
the kite dropped landed on the very head of the lord! The lord 
remained unvexed. “Bring me a new head,” he said to his 
men. And when it was brought to him, he cut off his own 
head with his sword, put ona new one instead, and continued 
his journey happily.” 

“That can’t be true!” the man shouted 

“Well, well. I'll take home my sack of rice. hank you,” 
said Mr. Kitchom, and so he did. Japan 
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(Ansuers on P 140) 


RIDDL 


1 It has a leg, but no thigh; 


It has a head, but no face. 
Philippines 


2 It comes and it goes; 
It does nothing but blows. 
Philippines 


3 With eight feet carrying a drum, 
Frighteningly wielding two scissors; 
Arroganily walking sideways, 


Continuously blowing bubbles. 
China 


When we use it, we throw it away but 
when it is not used, we keep it at the head (of a boat). 
‘Thailand 


What is it that becomes bigger and bigger 


the more it moves around? Rep, of Korea 


Miss Red tickles Miss Black, 

Miss Black tickles Miss White, 

Miss White chuckles “blurb, blurb, blurb!” 
(Miss Red = fire, Miss Black = pot, 

and Miss White = rice.) Malaysia 


What did the upper teeth say to the lower teeth? 


Papua New Guinea 
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Twenty I slew, sliced off their heads; 


No life was lost, no blood was shed. 
India 


The white lady who sheds tears all the time. 
Sri Lanka 


When young, a companion in eating, 


When old, a companion in sleeping 
Burma 


What has scales but cannot weigh things? 
Papua New Guinea 

With rough skin and needles in their hands, 

They root on steep cliffs; 

Green the whole year round, 

Their heads erect in the strong winds. China 


The mat that cannot be folded, 
Sn Lanka 


What fruit has many eyes? 


Indonesia 


Pulled it out, 
Dashed it about; 
A flower did bloom, 


It withered so soon. 
Sri Lanka 


A narrow road 

And a pond 

At the end. 
Japan 


A Quick-Witted Person 


There was once a destitute man called Tong who one day 
happened to meet another young man, also named Tong. 
Having chatted with one another, Big Tong and Small ‘Tong 
decided to become friends and help one another eam a living. 
Small Tong suggested that Big Tong become a monk. Big 
Tong hesitated at first, but later agreed when Small Tone 
insisted that his monkhood would only be a means of living, 
Having found a deserted temple, Big Tong had his head 
shaved, donned a yellow robe, and led the life of a bogus 
monk there i 
_Small Tong, meanwhile, went about from village to 
village, stealing cate from the villagers, hiding them indeep 


forests and reporting back to the Venerable Tong about what 
he had done. Small ‘Tong told the villagers that there was a 
monk who was a true crystal ball gazer and could tell them 
where to look for the lost cattle. The villagers, disheartened at 
having lost their cate, went toask the Venerable Tong where 
\o find them. The Venerable Tong, pretending to draw a few 
lines ona slate, told each villager where to find his cattle. The 
villagers would then go into the forest and find the cate as 
foretold by the monk. They were very pleased. As a token of 
gratitude, they showered the monk with all kinds of gilts. 
One day the governor of the land lost his diamond ring. He 
sent his aide to ask the Venerable Tong to locate it, When the 
aide told him what had happened, Tong was panic-stricken, 
thinking he would soon be in trouble, and cursed himself, 
Your day has come, Tong. No one ean help you now.” Now 


the name of the aide who came to ask Tong to find the 
governor's diamond ring was also Tong. When he heard the 
Vencrable Tong's curses, he was frightened and tamed very 
pale. He cried and confessed that he way the one who had 
stolen the governor's diamond ring. To redeem himself, he 
told the Venerable Tong where to find the ring andasked him 
to help save his life. The Venerable Tong was pleased that 
luck had come his way again. He hurried to the governor and 
(old him where to find the ring, but declined to identify the 
culprit, claiming that as a monk he had to be kind. ‘Thy 
governor raised no objection. 


M4 


When the ying was found, the monk was rewarded with 
valuable gifts and a sumptuous meal. The Venerable Tong 
was so pleased that he gobbled down the food very fast. Asa 
result, a Chicken bone got stuck in his throat. He felt 
emburrassed to bring it out,as the governor was present there. 
leaning agztinsta pillar, AL he could do was tomove his head 
up and down. The governor thought he was calling him. No 
sooner had he moved to approach the Venerable Tong than 
thunder siruck the pillar against which he had been leaning, 
The thunder frightened the Venerable Tong so much that he 
swallowed the chicken bone and became unconscious. When 
he regained consciousness, he told the governor that he had a 
premonition that thunder was going to strike the pillar. That 
is why he signed to him to move away from there. The 
governor was so pleased that he invited the Venerable ‘Tong to 
stay at the royal temple. 
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One day a cobra got into the pond in the palace grounds. 
No one dared to use water from that pond. The govemor 
asked for Tong’s help. Being frightened himself, Tong 
peeped into the pond to see how big the cobra wits 
Unfortunately, he slipped and fell into the water, In panic he 
grasped whatever wasat hand. When he regained composure 
he realived that he was holding the cobra’s neck. 

Stories of Tong's heroic deed spread far and wide. Soon 


alter this, cnemies besieged the town, The governor asked 


Tong to lead the army in combat, Tong did not know how to 


ride a horse. To prevent him from falling off of the horse, 


Small Tong tied the Venerable Tong's feet together under the 


horse stomach. When the horse started to gallop, the 
Venerable Tong lost control and slipped from its back, 
dangling under the seat. His two feet which were tied 
together, were seen pointing upwards. The enemies had 
never seen anyone riding a horse in that position. They 
thought that the Venerable Tong was using black magic to 
kill them. They ran helter-skeltcr in different directions. 
Victory then belonged to the Venerable Tong. After being 
helped to sit upright on the horse, he explained that by 
hanging his head down, he was trying to avoid the enemies’ 
black magic and, at the same time, was using his own black 
magic to drive them away. This victory won the Venerable 
Tong a great deal of fame. ‘Thailand 
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Frozen Conversation 


Once a traveller from the north boasted how cold it was in his 
country. 

“In midwinter it is so cold that we can hardly cat meals, for 
the chopsticks get stuck to the table. They are frozen, you 
see.” 

“Good gracious!” 

“And we can hardly hear what other people say, because 
the spoken words are all frozen onto the wall before they get 
to our ears.” 


“Dear, dear! Then your spring must be terribly noisy, asall 
the spoken words must melt.” Japan 


145 


tilored to Fit 


In the Qing Dynasty, a county magistrate once asked a tailor 
to make him a new official robe. 

“Sir, first tell me what kind of an official youare. Have you 
just become an official, or are you taking up a new post, o1 
© you been an official fora long time?” the tailor asked 
What has this got to do with making me a new robe?” the 
puzzled official asked, 

‘Oh, everything. Hf you have just become an official, you'll 


have to stand up straight at court all the time. In this case, 
you'll need a robe with the frontand the back equal in length 
For officials taking up a new post, however, the robe will 
have to be longer in the frontand shorter at the back, for these 
men are proud and arrogant and hold their head high and 
throw their chest out, With veteran officials the robe has to be 


different. As they have been upbraided so often by their 
superiors and are constantly kneeling, they are cresifallen 
and stooped. So they need a robe with a shorter front and a 
longer back. If I don’t know which eategory of official you 


are, how can [ make a robe to fit you? China 
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Unlucky Old Clodpole 


Old Clodpole was invited to wo feasts, one upstream and one 
downstream. A dish of buffalo meat was going to be served at 
the feast upstream. At the feast downstream, beef was to be 
served. Old Clodpole wanted to go to both feasts, 

“I'm going toa feast," said Old Clodpole to his wile before 
he left 

“Aren’ you going to cat something before you go?” asked 
his wile. 

“No, you go right ahead and eat that cold rice," he replied, 
walking jauntily towards the jetty 

“T'm going to the feast upstream first," he said to himself 
“The food is nicer there. Then I'll go to the feast downstream, 
where the food is not so delicious," said he as he rubbed his fat 
stomach, He could almost taste the delicious food 

When he arrived at the jetty, the tide was out. He found it 
difficult to row in such shallow water, specially as he was 
going upstream. He had to row aeally hard. Finally, he 
arrived at the feast, out of breath 

Unfortunately, he arrived just as the guests were leaving 
The feast was already over. Lhe host hurriedly came towards 
Old Clodpole 

‘Please forgive me, Old Clodpx said the host with 
regret. “A lot of people came, more than we expected, AIL thc 
food is finished.” The host apologised several times 

‘That's all right,” said Old Clodpole sadly. “Some other 
time. I think T'll go back home. 

Old Clodpole then rowed downstream. "Just my luck,” he 
said to himself. “Tl wry the feast downstream. Oh well, bect 
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curry is just as delicious as buffalo meat curry.” He then 
rowed with all his strength. 

At that time, the tide was in. Rowing downstream when 
the tide was in was as bad as rowing upstream when the tide 
was out, especially when his stomach was rumbling. So he 
rowed as though he had no suength at all 

He finally reached the house where the feast was being 
held. He quickly dimbed onto the jetty and almost ran 
towards the house. “This time I must be lucky. The guests 
have not gone home yet,” he said to himself cheerfully. 


As soon as he reached the steps, he heard the guests saying 
goodbye to their host. A few minutes later, they came down in 
dozens. Old Clodpole was very disappointed. 

The host who came out with the guests saw Old Clodpole 
standing by the steps looking forlom. He went towards him. 


“I'm sorry, Old Clodpole,” said the host, with deep regret. 
“The feast is over. There were too many people, All the food 
is finished.”’ 

“You mean, there is not even a bit left?” asked old Clodpole 
sadly. He was so unbearably hungry that he asked without 
shame. 

‘The pots are licked clean, Old Clodpol 
shaking his head. 

“Never mind, 
my bad luck. 

Old Clodpole then went home. He reached his house, 
exhausted, He felt so weak, he almost fell down 
ny cold rice left?’ Old Clodpole asked his wile, almost 


replied the host, 


said Old Clodpole in a weak voice. “Just 


fainting with fatigue and hur 
“] thought you ate all that lovely food?" taunted his wife 
“Yes, the food sounded good, But what Late wasair, Anyway, 


nobody's cooking is as good as yours, my dear wife.” 
His wife smiled as she walked towards the kitchen to get 
him some cold rice and salted fish, Malaysia 
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The Three Cries 


One day, an old woman gota letter from her son who lived far 
away. As she could not read, she waited in front of her house 
for somcone to come by who could read it for her 

Soon a warrior came, When he looked at the letter, tears 
led up in his eyes, and he began to cry bitterly 
Something wrong with my son?" asked the old woman, 
shocked: 


wi 


But the warrior only cried more. 


Poor old woman thought something dreadful must have 
happened to her son. She began to cry, too. 

A lite later, a peddler came by, When he saw the two 
crying in chorus, he sat next to them and joined in crying. 

A man who came around next asked them what the matter 
was 

The peddler was the first to answer, “Justa year ago, I set 
out to sell some earthenwares, and as bad luck fell upon me, I 
broke all of the precious merchandise, 1 wanted to cry then, 
but had to postpone it, as I was terribly busy making up for 
the loss. Here I saw these two crying and suddenly 
remembered that I hadn't cried yet, so [decided to do it now. 
That's why I cry.” 

Then the old woman said, “I gota letter from my son and 


tbe 


when Lasked this warrior to read it, he began to cry. Itmu 
some sad news that the letter brings. That's why [cry 

At last, the warrior opened his mouth, “To tell the wuth, I 
read so little in my young days that I cannot read this letter. I 
am so ashamed of myself. That's why I ery.” Japan 
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Good Neighbours 


A Victorian farmer of the olden time was ploughing a virgin 
paddock when the plough-share struck a hidden tree stump 
and broke. 

“Well,” thought the farmer, “I’m in a bit of a fix now. 
What'll I do? I know; I'll ask Corrigan for a loan of his 
plough.” 

As he trudged across the paddock to the next farm he 
mused, “Corrigan’s a tough old coot. I'll tell him about 
breaking my plough and the first thing he'll say to me is, 
‘Why don’t you watch what you're doing? You want to be 
more careful.’ And I'll answer him, ‘Well, this kind of thing 
could happen to anybody.’ Then he'll say, ‘Ploughs are 
pretty dear to buy, and repairs are none too cheap. 

“That's true enough,’ I'll say, ‘but there’s no man in this 
district looks after his implements beuer than I do,’ And he'll 
say, ‘Well, I don't know so much about that. Afterall, how do 
[know that it won't happen to my plough if Ioan it to you?’ 
Then I'll say to him ...” 

Just then the farmer saw Corrigan over by his woodshed. 
Corrigan looked towards him. “Hello, Mac!’ he called out 
“Anything I can do for you?” 

“Yes. You can keep your flamin’ plough,” said the farmer, 
and turned back to his own paddocks. Austaalia 


Invitation 


Once a humble old man was invited todinner by a rich man. 
As the humble old man had dressed inhis usual rags, no one 
took notice of him and he could only €at the leftovers from 
the feast 

A week later, the old man was invited again to the same 
house, This time he went in very rich clothes that he had 
managed to borrow. 

When he reached the house, all the guests greeted him and 
ueated him as a very important person. At dinner time, they 
asked him to sit at the head of the table. 

The humble old man took some cooked rice and poured it 
down one sleeve of his jacket. And, into the other sleeve he 
pushed a serving of the roasted chicken. Then without taking 
any notice of the guests, he looked at his stuffed sleeves and 
said, ‘Please help yourselves, for all the respect paid to me 
today has been for your sake!” Inn 
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‘The Greedy Blunder 


There was an herb doctor who was famous for hisability and 
also for his greed. 

Once, he cured a child of a difficult disease and, as a token 
of her gratitude, the child’s mother presented the doctor with 
a pretty silk wallet, The woman said, “Sir, [made it myself, 
Please accept it.” 

Shaking his head, the doctor said harshly, “I don't accept 
my fee in kind. Give me cash.” 

The woman felt hurt and humiliated. She asked, “How 
much should I pay you?" 

Five nyang*.”’ said the doctor. 

Without a word, the mother took ten ny: 
wallet, handed them to the doctor, and left with the rest of the 
ten nyang she had brought in the wallet to give him. 

Republi¢ of Korea 


ng out of the silk 


*nyang: old Korean monetary unit 
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A Good Pupil 


‘There was once a young newly wed couple. The young man 
was intelligent, but his wife was both clumsy and stupid. She 
rarely touched any object without damaging it 

One day, having bought two earthenware jars, she showed 
them to her husband, hoping he would be pleased with her. 

“This is a chance to teach her a lesson,” said the young 
man to himself, “It's a pity they are new, but at least she will 
be cured of her habit of breaking everything,” And right 
away, he gave the two jars two good kicks which shattered 
them to smithereens 

“What have you done?! Are you mad?!” shouted his wife in 
bewilderment 

“T have broken them to save you the trouble of breaking 
them Iater,”’ retorted the husband 

After that event, the husband one day told his wife t« 
the market to buy a b: 
she showed her husband the goods. Then, she ran to the pond 
at the back of their house, and released the fish which was still 
alive. 

“What have you done, you unfortunate woman!” shouted 
the husband indignantly 

“It’s you who taught me. I’ve released the fish to save you 
the trouble of releasing it later!" 

A few days later, they received the news that a very aged 
relative, a retired mandarin whom they had not seen for a 
long time, would honour them with a visit 

“Do you know how you should talk to elderly and titled 
people, scatterbrain?” asked the husband 


go10 


ish for supper. Back from the market, 
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“No, teach me,” replied the wife. 

“With these respectable old men, you must be very polite. 
You must only speak when they question you. If they ask 
news of your family, you must also ask them news of their 
family. In short, you must return politeness for politeness, 
and even outdo them. When he comes, I'll pretend to be 
absent for a while, and will let you talk to him alone for half 
an hour, But be careful. I will hide behind the curtain and 
listen to every word you say.” 

At last the venerable visitor arrived. And here is the bout of 
politeness which took place between him and the young lady 
of the house. 

“I am happy to see you, my little niece! How you have 
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grown since I saw you last! I remember knowing you when 
you were very little, no higher than a boot.” 

“Tam very happy to see you too, great uncle. You have 
grown several feet since I last saw you. I remember knowing 
you asa little boy, when you were no higher than my knee!” 

“How are your grandparents? They were good friends of 
mine!” 

“They are very well, thank you. And by the way, how are 
your forebears? They were great childhood friends of mine.” 

Thinking that this hare-brained young woman was trying 
ake a fool of him, the old mandarin asked wrathfully. 
“Where is your husband? Call him here immediately!” 

“He is there, behind the curtain. He is listening to see if T 
know how to talk to you as he advised me to.” Viet Nam 


to 


A Thoughtful Boy 


Little Taro came home from school and said to his father. 
“Dad, what would you do, if I said I got one hundred percent 
in arithmetic today?” 

“What? A perfect score? Oh, I would faint away,” said the 
father. 

“You see, 1 don’t want you to faint. That's why Irestrained 
myself from getting more than fifty.” Japan 


Mullah Do Piyaza 
and the Quarrelsome Neighbour 


Mullah Do Piyaza, famous for his wit, had a quarrelsome 
neighbour who had a nasty dog that enjoyed howling 
without any reason. It particularly loved to break into fits of 
barking alter midnight. Mullah hated it, for he loved to sleep 
peacefully after a hard day's work, 

Once he returned home late at night. He was so tired that 
he went to sleep immediately. After midnight he was 
suddenly awakened by the loud barking of the neighbour's 
dog. For some time he tried to contol his temper. But when 
he couldn't stand the loud barking any longer, he got up ina 
rage. He picked up his walking stick and, going straight o 
the dog, began beating him severely 

‘At the first blow, the dog let out a very loud howl and 
started jumping and barking at the top of its voice, trying to 
save itself from Mullah’s blows. 

This noisy game brought the master of the dog out of his 
house. Very annoyed at what he saw, he shouted angrily, 

“Stop it, Mullah! How dare you beat my dog? If youdo it 
again, by God, I won't spare you." 

“What would you do?” Mullah retorted. 

“Tf you hit it on its back, I will break your back. And if you 
touch its legs, by God, I will break yours! Is that clear?” He 
glared fiercely at Mullah. 

Mullah Do Piyaza thought fora moment, and then replied 


innocently, 
“Yes, [tis clear. In that case, in the future Twill hit only its 
tail! Pakistan 
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Repairing the cow-shed alter the cow is lost. 
Rep. of Korea 


A sparrow does not skim over a rice mill 
Repos 


Constant grinding can tum even iron into a needle 
China 


Without climbing mountains one knows not how 
high the sky is; 

Without descending into deep valleys onc knows not 
how solid the earth is. China 
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* Arotten tree does not produce fruits, 
and empty words have no value, China 


+ Together, people can move mountains; 
firewood’ bunched together can produce higher 
flames. China 


* Birds listen to day-talk, and rats to night-talk 


Rep. of Ke 
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* Describing curd (yoghurt) to a blind person. 


A blind man had heard a lot about curd, but had not 
en it, He asked someone what it was like. 

“I is white,” he said. The poor blind man did not 
know what white was. “What is white?” he asked. 

“White is what the crane is.” came the answer. “And 
what is a crane?" asked the blind mon, The man bent his 
sum at the elbow and the wrist, Heasked the blind man to 
fecl his arm and said, “This is what a crane is like. 

Phe blind man felt his fiend’s ann and sighed, “Oh, 
cating curd is not going 10 be easy.” 

The proverb: illustrates explaining something 
unknown with the help of another unknown thir 

Sul 


+ The hardest rock erodes in water Philippines 


* Sweetness gone, the chewed sugar cane is discarded. 


ignuetul anitude. Someone or something is 
wanted o1 valued only while usclul. When it has lost its 


(bec itis lorsotten ov discarded Indonesia 


* Does a frog catch cold? 


India 
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+ Like the elephants teeth 
The tusks for show, 
Others to eat. Indica 


+ Rippling watcr shows lack of depth 


A person who as actually notclever, but likes to show 


+ Different gasshoppers in different fields, 
different fish at different depths 


One must notice that there are different traditions an 
different counties, and different habits among different 


xratps of people Tnilonesta 
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* Like Kaluva going to M 


pana 


Kaluva was 4 simpleton, though honest and sincere 
The village chief wanted him to go to another vil 
chief, and asked him to start before daybreak. So Kaluva 
did, but without taking the chief's written message, for he 
was told nothing about the message! This proverb means 
following instructions literally without understanding 
the purpose, or loyally without commonsense 


Sti Lankit 


A pumpkin thief is known by his shoulder. 


Ash pumpkin is very big and hasa coating of ash on its 
skin. People carry it on the shoulder and it leaves behind 
some ash. Sri Lanka 
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* The tortoise yelled, “No, no!” when he was about to 


be thrown into the water as a punishment 


Aking wanted to give the most severe punishment toa 
tortoise for some offence. It was decided to wim him 
upside down. The clever tortoise said, "That would be 
fine. I'd like some sun on my stomach.” The king 
thought, “If the tortoise likes it, how can it be a 
ood,” said 


punishment?” He decided 10 lash his back. 
the tortoise, "That will make my shell suonger.” Then 
the king changed his mind and decided to throw him in 
no, do anything, bat don’t throw me in 
the water,” cried the tortoise. So, into the water the 
wats happy that at last he 


nt, and the tortoise was 


tortoise was thrown, The king 


was given the ght punishy 
happy that he was back home safely 
The proverb illustrates ordering a person to do 
something which he had only been waiting to do 
‘Sti Lamka 


* The sweetness of sugar does not remain sweet on our 
tongue for long, but the sweetness of good words 
stays sweet in our hearts forever 


All hurts can be healed, but not hurt feclings. 
Thwiland 


* Like putting a pearl necklace 
round a monkey's neck 
India 
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* There is no ivory that is not cracked. 


Nothing is perfect. Indonesia 


One who does not know how to dance blames the 
flooring. 


Same as ‘a bad workman blames the tools’. Burma 


Playing a harp to a buffalo 


Wasting good advice on it [ool Burma 


oo c 
ile Nicaea 


‘So 
eT ttc 


© Pain in the finger affects the whole body 
Phil 
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